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the commencement of the year 
885, a captivating little volume of 
looms was mysteriously issued from 
the^ “ 1 4cadcnha11c Prer.se ” of Messrs. Field and 
Tuer — a quaint, vellum-bound, antique-looking 
book, tied up on all sides with strings of golden 
silk ribbon, and illustrated throughout with fanci- 
ful wood-cuts. It was entitled “ Love-Letters by 
a Violinist/’ and those who were at first attracted 
by its title and suggestive outward appearance* 
untied the ribbons with a certain amount ok 
curiosity. Love-letters were surely of a private, 
almost saefed character. What 11 Violinist ” thus 
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ventured to publish his heart records openly? 
and were they worth reading? *Such were the 
questions asked by the public, and last, not 
least, came the natural inquiry, “ JVko was tfie 
fl ‘Violinist 1 ? ” To this no satisfactory answer 
could be obtained, for nobody knew. But it was 
distinctly proved on perusal of the book that he 
was a poet, not a mere writer of verse. Specu- 
lations arose as to his identity, and Joseph 
Ellis, author of “Caesar in Egypt,” reviewed 
the work as follows: — 

“Behold a mystery — who shall uncase it? 
“A small quarto, anonymous. The publisher 
“professes entire ignorance of its origin. Wild 
“guesses spring from the mask of a ‘Violinist* 
“ — who can he be? Unde deriratur ? A 
“Tyro? The work is too skilful for such, 
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11 though even a Byron. Young? Not old 
11 Tennyson? No — he hath not the grace of 
“ style, at least for these verses^ Browning? No 
“ —he could not unbend so far. Edwin Arnold 
“ might, possibly, have been equal to it, witness, 
“ infer alia , 'Violetta'; but he is unlikely. 
“Lytton Bulwer, a voice from the tomb? No, 
“ TT is son, Owen Meredith? A random sup- 
position, yet possible. Bossetti — again a voice 
“fqpm the tomb? Janies Thompson, the 
“younger, could have done it, but he was 
“too stern. Then, our detective ingenuity 
“proving incompetent, who? We seek the 
“Delphic fane — the oracle replies Swinburne . 
“Let us bow to the oracular voice, for in 
“Swinburne we find all requisites for the work 
“ — fertility* of thought, grace of language, in- 
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“genuity, skill in the ars poetica % wealth of 
“words, sensuous nature, cliiSsic resources. 
«*•*** wr jtnr of the * Love-Letters * is 
“ manifestly imbued with the tone and tufie 
“ of Italian poetry, and has the merit of proving 
“the English tongue capable of rivalling the 
“Italian * Canton: d 1 A more.' * * * * He is 
“a master of versification, so is Swinburne— 
“he is praiseworthy for freshness of thought, 
“novelty, ami aptness in imagery, so is Swin- 
“ burne. 1 It; is remarkable for sustained energy, 
“so is Swinburne; and thus it may safely be 
“said that, if not the writer of the ‘Love- 
-Letters/ he deserves to be accredited with 
“that mysterious production, until the author- 
ship is avowed. * * * * Unto Britannia, as 
“erst to Italia, has been granted a Petrarch/* 
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Meanwhile other leading voices in the Press 
joined the swelling chorus of praise. The 
Morning Post took up the theme, and, after 
vsttnly endeavouring to clear up the mystery of 
the authorship, went on to say: “The appear- 
ance of this book must be regarded as a 
“literary phenomenon. We find ourselves 
“lifted at once by the author's genius out 
“of the work-a-day world of the England of 
“to-day, and transported into an atmosphere 
“as rare and ethereal as that in which the poet 
“of Vauclusc lived and moved and had his 
“being. * * * * In nearly every stanza there 
“ are unerring indications of a mind and heart 
“ steeped in that subtlest of all forms of beauty, 
“the mythology of old Greece. The reader 
“perceives at once that he has to do with a 
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“scholar and man of culture, as well as with 

# V. , 

“an inspired singer, whose muse need not feel 
“abashed in the presence of the highest poets 
w of our own day.” 

The Times* special correspondent, Antonio 
Galleuga, expressed himself at some length on 
the merits of the “Violinist,” and spoke of 
him “as one who can conjure up a host of 
“ noble thoughts and bright fancies, who rejoices 
“in a great command of language, with $ flow 
“of verse and n wealth of rhymes. It is impos- 
“ sible to hear his confessions, to follow him in 
“ his aspirations, to hear the tale of his visions, 
“his trances, his dreams, withdut catching 
“his enthusiasm and bestowing on him our 
“sympathy. Each ‘Love-Letter* is in twenty 
“ stanzas— each stanza in six lines. The 
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“poem is regular and symmetrical as Dante’s 

• w 

‘“Comedy,* with as stately and solemn, ay, 
“and as arduous a measure. . . . There are 
M marvellous powers in this poet-violinist. Pet- 
u rarch himself had not so many changes for ’his 
“conjugation of the verb ‘to love.* In what a 
“ variety of moods he addresses his ‘white won- 'P 
“der.* How he coaxes her, how he upbraids 
“ and argues ! ” While the world of art and letters 
thuf discussed the volume, reading it meanwhile 
with such eagerness that the whole edition was 
soon entirely exhausted, a particularly brilliant 
and well-written critique of it appeared in the New 
York Independent — a very prominent American 
journal, destined afterwards to declare the 
author’s identity, and to be the first to do so. 

In the columns of this paper had been frequently 
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seen some peculiarly graceful and impassioned 
ppems, signed by one Eric Mackay— -notable 
among these being a lyric entitled “ The Waking 
of the Lark n (included in our present volume), 
which, to quote the expression of a distinguished 
New York critic, “sent a thrill through the 
heart of America-” There are no skylarks in 
the New World, but there is a deep tenderness 
felt by all Americans for the little 

“ Priest in grey apparel * 

“ Who doth prepare to sing in air his sinless summer carol,*’ 
and Eric Mackay’s exquisite outburst of tender 
enthusiasm for the English bird of the morning 
evoked from all parts of the States a chorus of 
critical delight and approbation. The Rev. T. 
T. Hunger, an American critic, wrote concern* 
ing it to the editor of The Independent : — 
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“This strikes me as the best poem I have 

• % 

“ seen for a long time. As I read it stanza after 
“stanza, with not an imperfect verse, not a 
“commonplace, but with a sustained increase 
“of pure sentiment and glowing fancyf I was 
“inclined to place it beside Shelley's. It is not 
“so intellectual as Shelley’s, but I am not sure 
“that it not truer. Mackay’s is the lark itself, 
“Shelley's is himself listening to the lark. Be- 
“ sides Shelley makes the lark sing at evening — 
“ as I believe it does — but surely ‘ it to the morn- 
“*ing doth belong/ and Shakespeare is truer 
“ in putting it at * Heaven’s gate.’ It is a great 
“refreshment to us tired workers in the prose of 
11 life to come across such a poem as this, and 
“seldom enough* it happens nowadays. “Tell 
“Mr. Eric Macka j to sing us another song.” 
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This admired lyric was copied from the 
Independent into many other journals, to- 
gether with several other poems by the same 
hand, such as “ A Vision of Beethoven/’ the 
beautifdl verses addressed to the Spanish 
violinist, Pablo de Sarasate, and a spirited reply 
to Algernon Charles Swinburne, reproaching him 
for the attack which the author of “ Tristram of 
u Lyonesse ” had made on England’s name and 
fame* One day a simple statement appeared 
in the Independent respecting the much dis- 
cussed “ Love-Letters by a Violinist,” that the 
author was simply a gentleman of good position, 
the descendant of a distinguished and very 
ancient family, Eric Mackay, known among 
his personal friends and intimates as a man of 
brilliant and extensive learning, whose frequent 
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and long residences abroad have made him 
somewhat of a* foreigner, though by birth an 
Englishman. A fine linguist, a deep thinker, 
anti profound student of the classics, Mr. Mackay 
may be ranked among the most cultured and 
accomplished men of his day, and, still young 
as he is, will undoubtedly be numbered with 

the choice few whose names are destined to live 

, * 

by the side of poets such as Keats, whom, as 
far.as careful work, delicate feeling, and fiery 
tenderness go, Eric Mackay may be said to 
resemble, though there is a greater robustness 
and force in his muse, indicative of a strong 
mind in an equally strong and healthy body, 
which latter advantage the divine Keats had 
not, unfortunately for himself and the world 
The innate^, hardly restrained vigour of Mr. 
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Mackay’s nature shows itself in such passages 
as occur in the sonnets, “ Remorse,” " A Thun- 
derstorm at Night;” also in the wild and 
terribly suggestive “Zulalie,” while something 
of hot wrath and scorn leap out in such lines 
as those included in his ode to Swinburne, 
whom he addresses : — 


“ O tfiou five foot five 
“Qt flesh and blood and sinew and the rest.* 1 
* * * * 

‘‘Thou art a bee, a bright, a golden thing 
“ With too much honey, and the taste thereof 
‘ l Is sometimes rough, and something of a sling 
11 Dwells in the music that we hear thee sing.” 

• * * * 

“Take back thy taunt, I say; and with the same 
“ Accept our pardon; or, if this offend, * 

“Why, then, no pardon, e’en in England’s name. 
“We have our country still, and thou thy fame I” 
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At the same time no one in all England does 
more justice a*d honour to Swinburne's genius 
than Eric Mackay. 

iHis own strength as a poet suggests to 
the reader the idea of a spirited horse reined 
in tightly aud persistently, — a hone which 
prances wildly at times and frets and foams 
at the bit, and might, on the least provoca- 
tion, run wild in a furious and headlong 
ealeer, sweeping all conventionalities out of 
its road by a sheer straight-ahead gallop. 
Mr, Mackay is, however, a careful, even precise 
rider, and he keeps a firm hand on his rest- 
less Pegasus — so firm that, as his taste always 
leads him to depict the most fanciful and fine 
emotions, his steady resoluteness of restraint 
commands not only our admiration but our 
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respect. While passionate to an extreme in the 
u Love-Letters,” he is never indelicate ; the 
coarse, almost brutal, allusions made by some 
writers to certain phases of so-called love, whidn 
are best left unsuggested, never defile the pen 
of our present author, who may almost be called 
fastidious in such matters. How beautiful and 
all-sufficing to the mind is the line expressing 
the utter satisfaction of a victorious lover ; — 

t 

' ,c Cr&iunc a with a K its and sceptred with a joy}” 

No details arc needed here — all is said. The 
Violinist,” though by turns regretful, sorrow- 
ful, and despairing, is supreme throughout He 
speaks of the “ lady of his song ” as 


lt The lady for whose sake I shall be strong, 
But never weak or diffident again.” 
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The supremacy of manhood is insisted on 
always ; and the lover, though he entreats, 
implores, wonders and raves as all lovers do* 
nfcver forgets his own dignity. He will take no 
second-best affection on his lady’s part— this he 
plainly states in verse 19 of Letter V, Again, 
in the last letter of all, he asserts his Inastery — 
and this is as it should be ; absolute authority, 
as he knows, is the way to win and to keep a 
woman's affection. Such lovely fancies as 

" Phoebus loosens all his golden hair 
u Right down the sky-— and daisies turn and stare 
“ At things wc see not with our human wit,** 

and 

** A tuneful noise 

t( Broke fiom the copse where late a breeze was slain, 
“ And nightingales in ecstasy of pain 
“ Did break their hearts with singing the old joys,’* 
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abound all through the book. And here it is 
as well to mark tffc decision of v our poet* even 
in trifles. The breeze he speaks of is not 
kuskedy or still — none of the usual epithets ale 
applied to it — it is “ slain, as utterly and as 
pitifully as though it were a murdered child. 
This originality of conception is remarkable, and 
comes out in such lines as 

“ I will unpack my mind of all its fears ” — 

where the word “ unpack ” is singularly appro- 
priate, and again — 

u O sweet To-morrow ! Youngest of the sons 
* ‘ Of old King Time, to whom Creation runs 
“ As nun to Go?” 

a Where a daisy grows, 


“ There grows a joy ! ” 
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and beauti|ul and dainty to a high degree 
is the quaint*" Retrospect,* where the lover 
enthusiastically draws the sun and moon into his 
ecstasies, and makes them seem to partake in 
his admiration of his lady’s loveliness 

A graver and more philosophic turn of mind 
will be found in tc A Song of Servitude,” and 
“A Rhapsody of Death;” but, judged from a 
critical standpoint, Eric Matkay is a purely 
passionate poet, straying among the most volup- 
tuous imaginings, and sometimes seeming to 
despise the joys of Heaven itself for the sake of 
love. Thus he lays himself open to an accusa- 
tion of blasphemy from ultra-religious persons, 
yet it must be remembered that in this respect 
he in no way exceeds the emotions of Romeo 
and Juliet, Paolo, and Francesca da Rimini, or 
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^any of those lovers whose passio$* has earned 
for their names an undying celebrity. 

In closing the present notice we can but 
express, a hope that this volume of Eric 
Mackay’s. poems may meet with the welcome 
it deserves from true lovers of Art: for Art 
includes Poetry ; and Poetry, as properly 
defined, is one of its grandest and most 
enduring forms. 

G. D* 


Some* of the Miscellaneous Poems, and portions of 
the Sonnets in this collection, were originally published in 
volumes now out of print, entitled respectively “ Pygma- 
lion in Cyprus” and “ Ad Reginam,” the author adopting, 
for a short time, a. pseudonym now discarded. 
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LETTER L 


PRELUDE. 


T kach me to love thee as a man, in prayer, 
May love the picture of a sainted nun, 

And I will woo thee, when the day is done, 
With tears and vows, and fealty past compare, 
And seek the sunlight in thy golden hair, 

And kiss thy hand to claim thy benison. 


IX. 

I shall not need to gaze upon the skies, 

Or mark the message of the morning breeze, 
Or heed the notes of birds among the trees. 
If, taught by thee to yearn for Paradise, 

I may confront thee with adoring eyes 
And do thee homage on my bended knees. 


LETTER L 


ni. 

For I would be tby pilgrim ; T wdhld bow 
Low as the giave, ami, lingering in the same ; 
Live like a spectre ; ov l>e burnt in flame 
To do thee good. A kingdom, for a vow 
I’d freely give to be elected now 
The chief of all the servants of thy fame. 


iv» 

V«n, Iik#<a Romnn of the days of old. 

I would, for thee, construct a votive shrine, 
And fan the fire, and consecrate the wine; 
And have a statue there, oi purest gold, 

And bow Iheioto, unlov’d ami unconsoled, 
But proud withal to know the statue tlunc. 


For it were sacrilege to stand erect. 

And fact* to face, within thy chamber lone, 
To urge again my right to what hath flown : 
A bygone trust, a passion coldly check’d 1 
Were I a king of men, or Lurcl-deck’d, 

I ware not fit to claim thee as mine own. 


VI. 

What am I then ? The sexton of a joy, 

So lately slam, — so lately on its bier 
I Aid. out in state, — I dare not, for the fear. 
Of this dead thing, regard it as a toy. 

It was a splendid Hope without alloy, 

And now, behold I I greet it with a tear. 
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It is my pastime* and my penance, ton, 

*Mjr pnde, my comfort, and my discontent, 

To count mf borrows ere the day is spent. 

And dream, at night, of love witlnn the blue 
Of thy sweet eyes, and tremble through and through* 
And keep my house, as one that doth lament* ’ ■ 

7 1 vin. 

Have t not sinn’d ? I have ; and I am curfet* 

And Misery makes the moments, as they fly, 
Harder than stone, and sorrier than a sigh. 

Oh* I did wrong thee when I met thee first. 

And in my soul a fantasy was nurs’d 

'That seem’d an outcome of the upper sky. 

• IX. 

I thought a poor musician might aspire ; 

1 thought he might obtain from thee a look, 

As Dian’s self will smile upon a brook, 

And make it glad, though deaf to its desire, 

And tinge its ripples with a tender fire, 

Ai^d make it thankful in its lonely nook. 

x. 

I thought to win thee ere the waning days 
Had caught the snow, ere yet a word of mine 
Had pal? d upon thee in the summer shine ; 

And I was fain to meet thee in the ways 
Of wild romance, and cling to thee, and gaze, 
Between two kisses, on Shy face divine. 
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Aye ! on thy face, and on the rippling hair 
That makes a mantle round ihee in the night, 
A royal robe, a network of the light, 

Which fairies brought for thee, to keep thee fair, 
And hide the glories of a beauty rare 

As those of sylphs, whereof the poets write. 


I thought, by token of thy matchless form, 

To curb thy will, and make thee mine indeed, 
From head to foot. There is no other creed 
For men and maids, in safety or in storm, 

Than this of love. Repentance may he warm, 
But love is best, though broken like a reed. 

XIII. 

u She shall be mine till death I ” 1 wildly said, 
"Mine, and mine only.” And l vow’d, apace, 
That I would have thee in my dwelling-place ; 
Yea, like a despot, I would see thee led 
Straight to the altar, with a tear unshed, 

A wordless woe imprinted on thy face. 


XIV. 

I wanted thee. T yearned for thee afar. 

“ She shall be mine,’’ I cried, "and mine alone. 
A Gorgon grief may change me into stone 
If I be baulked," I hankered for a star, 

And soar’d, in thought, to where the angels are, 

To snatch my prize beyond the torrid zone. 
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I headed not the Caching of the pHst. 

I heeded not the wisdom of the years. 

M She shall be mine,” I urged, 4 Hill death appears. 
For death, I know, will conquer me at last.” 

And then I found the sky was overcast ; 

%od then I felt the bitterness of tears. 


4 ‘Behold I” I thought, “ Behold, how fair to see 
Is this white wonder ! ” And I wish’d thee well 
But, like a demon out of darkest hell, 
l marr’d thy peace, and claim’d thee on the plea 1J 
Ofpride and passion ; and there came to me 
The far-off warning of a wedding-bell, 

XVII. 

Anfriend of thine was walking to her doom, 

A wiftSelect, who, ere the summer sun 
Had plied its course, would weep for what was 
done, — 

A friend of thine and mine, who, in the gloom 
Of her own soul, had built hex self a tomb, 

To tremble there, when tears had ceas’d to run. 

XVIII. 

On this l brooded ; but ah l not for this 
Did I abandon wliat I sought the while : 

The dear damnation of thy tender smile. 

And all the toitures that were like a bliss, 

And all the raptures ofa holier kiss 
Than fair Miranda’s on the magic isle. 
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I urged rny suit. “ My bond !” I did exclaim, 

“ My pink and white, the hand I love to press. 
The golden hair that crowns her loveliness ; 

And all the beauties which I cannot name ; 

A11, all are mine, and I will have the same, , 

Though she should hate me for my love’s excess. ” 


XX. 

I knew myself. I knew the withering fate 
That would consume me, if, amid my trust, 

I sued for Hope as beggars for a crust. 

“O God I” I cried, entranced though desolate, 
ct Hallow my love, or turn it into hate.” 

And then X bow’d, in anguish, to the dust. 






Letter IX. 




LETTER II 


SORROW. 


Y ls, I was mad, 1 know it l was mad. 

For there is madness in the looks of love ; 
And he who frights a tender, brooding dove 
Is not more base than I, and not so sad ; 

For I had kill’d the hope that made me glad, 

And curs’d, in thought, the sunlight from above. 


Ib 

lie was a fool, indeed, who lately tried 
To touch the moon, far-shining in the trees. * 
He clomb the branches with his hands and knees, 
And craned his neck to kiss what he espied. 

But dov$i he fell, unseemly in his pnde, 

And told his follies to the fitful breeze. 
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LETTER //- 


iii. 

I was convicted of as strange a thtng, 

And wild as strange ; for, m a hope forlorn, 

X fought with Fate. Hut now the flag is tom 
Which like a herald in the days of spring 
J held aloft. The birds have ceased to sing 
The dear old songs they sang from mom to mom. 

IV. 

All holy things avoid me, Ureezes pass 
And will not fan my cheek, as once they did* 

'Die gloaming hies away like one foibid ; 

And day icturns, and shadows on the grass 
Fall from the trees ; and night and mom amass 
No joys for me tills side the coffin-lid. 


Absolve me, Sweet ! Absolve me, or I die; 
And give me paidon, if no oilier buon. 

Aye, give me paidon, and the sun and moon, 
And all the stars that wander through the sky 
Will be thy sponsors, and the gladden’d cry 
Of one poor heart will thank thee for it soon. 


VI. 

And mine Amati — my belov&d one — 

Tin* tender sprite who Clothes, as best he may, 
My fever’d pulse, and makes a roundelay 
Of all my fears — e’en he, when all is done, 

Will be thy friend, and yield his place to none 
To wish thee well, and greet thee day by day* 



SORROW. 


* 


For he is human, though, to look at him. 

To see his shape, to hear, — as from the throat 
Of some blight angel, — his ecstatic note, 

A sinful soul might dream of cherubim. 

Ape t and he watches when, my senses swim. 

And I can trace the thoughts that o’er him float. 


Often, indeed, I tell him more than man 
K’er teds to woman in the honied hours 
Of tranced night, in cities or m irowcis ; 
And more, perchauce, than lovers in the ''pan 
Of absent letters may, with scheming, plan 
For life’s surrender in the fairy towers. 


IX. 

* 

And he consoles me. There is none 1 find. 
None in the world, so venturesome and wild, 
And yet withal, so Under, tiue, and mild, 

As he can be. And those wno think him bl.nd 
Are much to blame. His ways aie ever kind ; 
And he can plead as softly as a child. 

♦ , *• 

And when he talks to me t feel the touch 
Of some sweet hope, a feeling of content 
Almost akin to what by joy is meant. 

And then I brood on this ; for Love is such, 

It mafyes us weep to want it overmuch. 

If wayward Fate withhold his full const nt. 
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♦ LETTER 1L 


XI, 

Oh, come to me, thou friend of desire, 

My lov'd Amati 1 At a word of thirie 
I can he brave, and dash away the brine 
From off my cheek, and neutralise the hre 
That makes me mad, and use thee as a lyre 
To curb the anguish of this soul of mine* 

XII. 

Wood as thou art, my treasure, with the strings 
Fair on thy form, as tits thy parentage, 

I cannot deem that in a gilded cage 
Thy spirit lives. The lmd that in thee sings 
Is not a mortal. No 1 Knthralment flmgj 
Its charm about thee like a poet’s rage. 


Thou hast no sex ; but, in an elfish way, 

Thou dost entwine in one, as m a troth, 

The gleesonie thoughts of man and maiden both. 
Thy voice is fullest at the flush of day, 
but after midnight there is much to say 
In weird remembrance of an April oath. 

XIV. f i 

And when the moon is seated on the throne 

Of some white cloud, with her attendants near — 
The wondering stars that hold her name in fear — 
Oh 1 then I know that mine Amati's tone 
Is all for me, and that he stands alone, 

First of bis tribe, belov’d without a peer. 



SORROW. 


Yea, this is so, my I,ady ! A fair form 
Made of the garner'd relics of a tree, 

Tn which of old a dryad of the lea 
Pid live and die. lie flourish’d m a storm, 
Asid learnt to warble when the ffoys were warm 
And learnt at night the secrets of the sea. 


AVI* • 

And now he is all mine, for my caress 
And my strong bow,— -an Ariel, as it seems, < — 

A something sweeter than the sweetest dreams ; 
A prison’d wizard ih it tor’s come to Me^ 

And will not cui^e, though bntuicd, more or less, 
Ky some remembrance that athwart him streams. 

XVII, 

It is the thought of April. *Tis the tic 

That made us one ; for then the earth was fair 
With all things on’t, and suimnei in the air 
Tingled for thee and me. A soft reply 
Came to thy lips, and I was like to the 

To hear thee make such coy confections there. 

XVIII. 

It whs the dawn of love (or so I thought) 

The tender cooing of thy Iwosom-bird — 

The beating heart that flutter'd at a word. 

And seem'd for me alone to be so fraught 
With wants unutter'd ! AH my being caught 
Glarhor thereat, as at a boon conferred. 



TMTTEjR IX, 
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xiJt. 

And 1 was lifted, in a minus c’s space, 

As nigh to Hen ven as Heaven is nigh to thee, 
And in thy wistful (dances I could see 
Something that seem’d a joy, and in thy face 
A splendour fit for angels in the place 

Where God has named thmn all in theit degree* 


Ah, none so blest as T, and none so proud. 

In that wild moment when a thrill was sent 
Right through my soul, as if from thee it went 
As flame from fire 1 But this was disallow'd ; 
And I shall sooner wear a winter shroud 

Than thou revoke my doom of banishment. 



■ *$**!'' *>J- -J' '£• '•Jf ■'J* "Jr 'I" -J" 

Letter III. 

REGRETS. 








LETTER III. 


REGttETS. 





W MEN I diil wake, to diy, a bird of Heaven 
A wanton, wot less thing, a wamleiing split 
Pid s< cm to sing a snug f<'r my delight ; 
And, far away, dnl make its ti* >ly stevcn 
Sweeter to liear than lute-strings that are «cvcn ; 
And I did weep theieat in my despite. 


0 glorious sun 1 I thought, O gracious kinc* 
Of all this splendour that we call the emih ! 
For thee the lark distils bis morning mirth, 
Bui who will hear the matins that I sing ? 
Who will be glad to greet me in the spring, 
Or h^ed the voice of one so little worth/ 
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LETTER TJT. 


III. 

Who will accept the thanks I would entone 
For having met thee ? and for having seen 
Thy face an instant in the bower serene 
Of perfect faith ? The splendour was thine own. 
The rapture mine ; and Doubt was overthrown. 
And (JrH forgot Die keynote oi its threne. 


IV. 

I rtwe m ha’ste. I seiz’d, as in a trance, 

, My violin, the fiicnd l love the best 
(After thyself sweet soul !) and wildly press’d. ' 
And fitmly drew it, with a master’s glance* 

Straight to my h»*art l The sunbeams seem’d to dance ' 
Athwart the stiings to rob me of my rest. 


For then a living thing if did appear* 

And every choid had sympathies for me; 
And something like a lover’s lowly plea > 
J>i 1 dinhe its trnne, and something like a tear 
Fell on my < bet l>, to mind me of the year 
When lust we met, we two, beside the sea. 


VI. 

I stood erect, I proudly lifted up 
The Sword of Song, the bow that trembled now, 
As if for joy, my grief to disallow. — 

Are there not some who, in the choicest cup, 
Imbibe despair, and famish as they sup. 

Sear’d by a solace that was like a vow? 



X EGRETS. 


vn. 

Are there not some who weep, am! cannot tell 
' Why it is thus ? And others who repeat 
Stones of ice, to cool them in the heat? 

And Some who quake for doubts they cannot quell, 
A»ul yet are brave? And some who smile in llell 
For thinking of the sin thal was so sweet ? 

VIII. 

I have been one who, in the glow of youth, *' 

, ", ffatve liv'd in books, and realised a bliss 
Unfell by misers, when they count and kiss 
Thetr minted joys ; and I have known, in sooth, 
The taste of water from the well of Truth, 

And found it good. Uut time has alter’d this. 


IX. 

T have been hated, scorn’d, and thrust away, 

By one who is the Regent of the dowers, 

By one who, in the magic of her powers. 
Changes the day to night, the night to day, 

And makes a potion of the solar ray 

Which drugs my heart, and deadens i! for hours. 


X. 

I have been taught that Happiness is coy, 

And will not come to all who bend the knee ; 
That Faith is like the foam upon the sea, 

‘'And Pride a snare, and Pomp a foolish toy, 

And Hope a moth whose wings we may destroy ; 
Awfshe I love has taught these things to me 
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LETTER TIL 


XI. 

Yes, thou, my Lady l Thou hast*iflnade me feel 
The parity of that Prometheus who was chained 
And would not bow, but evermore maintain'd 
A fierce revolt, I Live I refused to kneel f 
X do it gladly. But to mine appeal ^ < Jf 

No answer conies, and none will be ordain’d. 


xir. 

Why, then, this rancour ? Why so cold a thing 
As thy displeasure, O thou dearest One ? 

I meant no wrong. T stab* not from the sun 
The fire of Heaven ; but I did seek to bring 
Glory from thee to me ; and in the Spring 
I pray’d the prayer that left me thus undone. 


XIII. 

I pray’d my prayer. I wove into my song 
Fervour, and joy, and mystery, and the bleak, 
The wan despair that words can never speak, , 

I pray’d Ai» if my spirit did belong 
To some old master, who was wise and strong 
Because he lov’d, and suffer’d, and was weak. 

XIV. 

I curb’d the notes, convulsive, to a sigh, 

And, when they falter’d most, I made them leap 
Fierce from my bow, as from a .summer sleep 
A young she-devil. I was fired thereby 
To holder efforts, and a nm filed cry 

Came from the strings, as if a saint did weep. 



REGRETS* 


xv. 

I changed the tiie.Sc\ I dallied with the how 
Just time enough U> fil it to a mesh 
Of merry notcu, and drew it hack afresh 
To talk, of truth and cuustancy and woe. 

And life, and love, and madness, and the glow 
'< Of mine own soul which burns into my flesh. 

XVI. 

£t was the Lord of music, if was he 

Who seU’d jmy hand, lie forced me, as I plac'd 
To think of that ill- fat ec^airy -glade 
Where once we stroll’d at night ; and wild and lice 
My notes did ring ; and quickly unto me 
There came the joy that makoh us afraid. 

xvi i. 

Oh I I shall die of lasting in my dreams 
Poison of love and ecstasy of jam ; 

For I shall never kneel to thee again. 

Or sit in bowers, or wander by the streams 
Of golden vales, or of the morning beams 

Construct a wreath to crown thee on the plain I 

XVIII. 

Yet it were easy, too, to compass this, 

So thou wert kind $ and easy to my soul 
Were harder things if I could reach the goal 
Of all I crave, and consummate a bliss 
In mine own fashion, and compel a kiss 

More fraught with honour than a king’s control. 
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LETTER III . 


XIX, 

It is not much to say that I wouM die, — 

' It is not much to say that f would dare 
Torture, and doom, and death, could I but share 
One kiss with thee. For then, without a sigh, 

I’d teach thee pity, and be graced thereby. 

Wet with thy tears, and shrouded by thy harp.*' f 


XX, 

ft i& not much to say that this is so ; 

Yet I would sell my substance and my b rCath 3 
, And all the joy that carries from Nazareth, » 
And all the peace th.it :ul the angels know. 

To lie with thee, one minute, in the snow 
Ol thy white bosom, me I sank in death j 


» v 4. 



Letter IV. 
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LETTER IV, 


YEAKNlNUb. 


J, 

^ earth is glad, I know, when iwqlit is spent, 

'' X Kor then she waheo the birdliugt in the bowci. 
And, one by one, the lo^y-fourcd horns 
Start for the nice ; and irom his nimson tent 
The Soldier-sun looks o’er the famamuit ; 

And all his path is strewn with festal flowers. 


ir. 

But what his mission ? What the happy quest 
Of all this toil ? He journeys on his way 
As Caesar did, unbiased by the sway 
Of maid or man. His goal is in the west. 

“Will he unbuckle there, and, in his rest, 
Dream of the gods who died in Nero's day ? 


LETTER IV . 




Wilt he arraign the trailer in hi>.%amp? 

The Winter Cr>met who, with streaming hair, 
Attack'd the sweetest of the Pleiads fair 
And ravish'd her, and lelt her in the damp 
t Of dull decay, nor re-illumed the lamp 

That sliow’d the place she occupied in air* 


IV. 

No ; *tis not so ! fie seeks his lady-raooii, >'* 
The gentle orb lor whom Kndynnon sigh'd, 
And trusts to iind her Oy the ocean tide, 

Or near a forest in the coming June ; 

Tor he lias lov'd her since she late did swoon 
In that eclipse of which she nearly died. 


v. 

lie knew her then ; he knew her in the glow 

Ol all her < hanns. 1 ie knew that she *• chaste* 
And thaL she wore a girdle at her waist 
Whiter than peul And when he eyed her so 
He kiww that in the linal oven hi ow 

He should pievail, and she should be eiubiaced. 

VI. 

Hut wne I minded thu% were I the sun, 

Aud thou the moon, I would not bide so long 
To hear the marvels of thy wedding-song \ 

For f would have the planets* every one, 

Conduct thee home, before the day was done. 

And call thee ^uecu, and crown thee in the throng. 



VkJRIMJNGS' ' 


VII, 

Ami, lilcje Apollo, /would fu*.h on thee, 

And rend thy veil, and call thee by the name 
That Daphne lov'd, fhc loadstar ui Jus fame; 

And make myielf for tine as white to see 

As ^hitest marble, and as wildly free 
As Lada’s lover with his look of ihune, 

VIII. 

And t hrfie should then be fetes that should not ceaa! 
Till t had kLs’d thee, lov’d wic ! in a trance 
luting a life-time, through a life’s romance ; 

And every star should have a mate apiece, 

And 1 would teach them how, m ancient Gieece, 
The gods were masters of the maidens’ dance. 


IX. 

T should be bold to act ; anti thou shouldhst feel 
Tertdfemd joy combined, m all the spall 
Of thy sweet body, eie my fingcis ran 
From curl to curl. U> prompt thee how to kneel ; 
And then, soul-shicken by t by mute appeal, 

I should be quick to answer like a inau. 

X- 

What 1 have I sinn’d, dear Lady? have I sitin’ VI 
To talk so wildly ? Have l shm’d m this ? 

An angel’s mouth was surely meant to kiss 1 
Or have 1 di eamt of courtship out in Inde 
In some Wild wood ? My soul is fever-thinn’d. 
And fierce and faint, and frauded of its bliss. 



30 


LETTER IV . 


XI. 

1 will nut wcq>. I Will not in tlta night 
Weep or lament, or, bending on iny knees, 
Appeal lor pity 1 In the ciu jtcied trees 
The wind is boasting of its one delight j 
And I will boast of mine, in thy despite, 

And say I love thee mo/u than all of tlu&$. 

* 

XII. 

The rose in bloom, the linnet as it sings. 

The fox, tile fawn, the cygnet uit the mere. 

The dragon-fly that glitter* hke a spear, — - 
All these, and more, ail these ecstatic tilings, 
lessens their mates ; ami some arrive on wings, 

And some on webs, to make their meanings clear 

XIII. 

Yea, all these things, ami more than I can tell, 
Mure than the most we know of, one a# all, 

Do talk of Love. There is no other call 
Fiona wind to wave, from rose to asphodel. 

Than Love's alone— the thing we cannot quell, 

Do what wc will, from font to funeral, 

XIV. 

What have T done, T only on the earth. 

That I should wait a century for a wotd? 

A hundred years, 1 know, have been deferred 
bmee last we met, and then it was in dearth 
Of gladsome peace ; for, in a moment's girth, 

My shuddering soul was wounded like a bird. 



YEARA T lA r GS. 
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xv. 

I knew thy voice, f knew the veering sound 
Of that sweet oracle which once did tend 
To treat me gianilly, as we lieat a fruml ; 
And I would know't if darkly underground 
' X lay, as dead, or, down among the drown’d, 

I blindly stared, unvalued to the end. 


X/J. 

There! take again the kiss t took from thee 
Last night in sleep. I met thee in a dream 
And drew thee closer than a monk may deem 
Good, for the soul. I know not how ir be, 

Hut this I know : if God lie good to me 
I shall be raised again to thine esteem. 

• XVII. 

I touched thy neck. I kiss’d it. 1 was bold. 

And tflld am I, ro-dny, to call to mind 
I low, in the night, a mmmur not unkind 
Broke on mine ear ; a something new and old 
Quick in thy breath, as when a talc is told 
Of some great hope wilh madness intertwined. 

XVI IT. 

And round myjips, in joy and yet in fear. 

There seemed to dart the stings of kisses warm. 
These were my honey-bees, and soon would swarm 
To choose their queen. But ere they did appear, 

I heard again that murmur in mine*car 

Which seem’d to speak of calm before a storm. 
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LETTER IV ; 


XIX. 

** What is it, love ? ” J whispered in my sleep, 

And turned to thee, a-t April unto May. 

** Ait mine in truth, mine own, by nipht and day, 
Nowand for ever i*” A rut I heard thee weep. 

And then pemude ; and then my soul did leaj^ 
Swiftly to thine, in love’s ecstatic sway. 


I fondled thee 1 I drew thee to my heart,*.;' 

Well knowing in the d.nh that joy is dumb. 
And then a ity, a sipli, a sob, tbd. come 
Forth from thy lips, . . .1 widen’d, with a start. 
To find thee pone. The day had taken part 
Agamsl the total of my blissed film. 
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CONFESSIONS. 
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LETTER V. 


CONFESSIONS. 


O lady mine I O Lady of my Life ! 

Mine and not mine, a being of the sky 
' Turn'd into Woman, nnd I know not why 
Ift’t well, bethink thee, to maintain a strife 
With thy poor servant ? War unto the knife, 
Because I greet thee with a lover’s eye ? 


Is’t Well to visit me with lliy disdain, 

And rack my soul, because, for love of thee, 
1 was too prone to sink upon my knee, 

And too intent to make my meaning plain, 
And too resolved to make my loss a gain 
To do theft good, by Love’s immortal pleaF 



LETTER V 
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III, 

O friend I forgive me for my dream of bliss. 

Forgive ; forget; be jubt ! Wilt not forgive? 

Not though ray teais should fall, as through a sieve 
The salt sea-sand ? What joy hast thou in this : 

To be a maid, and marvel at a kiss ? 

Say 1 Must I die, to prove that 1 can live? 


Shall this be so ? E’en this ? And all my love 
Wreck'd in an instant ? No, a gentle heart ^ , 
Beals in thy bosom ; and the shades depart 
From all fair gardens, and fiom skies above, 

When thou art near. For thou ait like a dove, 

And dainty thoughts arc with thee where thou art. 


v. 

Oh 1 it is like the death of dearest kin, 

To wake and fuid the fancies of the biain 
Seal’d and confused. We languish in the strain 
Of some lost music, and we find within, 

Deep in the* heart, the record of a sin. 

The thrill thereof, and all the blissful pain. 


vr. 

For it is deadly sin to love too well, 

And unappeased, unhonour VI, unbesought. 

To feed on dreams ; and yet ’tis aptly thought 
That all must love. E'en those who most rebel 
In Kins’ camp have known his master-spell ; 

And more shall learn than Eros yet has taught. 



confessions: 
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♦ vn- 

But I am m sd to lov<\ I am not w'» .e. 

I am the 1 ' worst of inrn to love thpi uest 
Of all sweet vwmion ! An untimely jest, 

A thing made up of rhaps«nl v, and .»ghs, 
Andimoidamed on eatth, and in the skies. 

And undesimi in tumult ami in n ~t. 

vtir. 

All this is true. I know it. 1 am he. 

1 a$* that man I am the hated friend 
Who once received a mile and sought to mend 
IJis soul with hope. U tyrant ! by »he plea 
Of all thy grace, do thou ac< opt from me 
At least the notes that know not to otfend, 

rx. 

Sec 1 I will strike n';am lie'- majot • hord 
Of that great song, which, in his early dny>, 
Beethoven wrote , and thine shall l>e the praise, 
And thine the frenzy like a soldier's -word 
Flashing therein ; and thine, O thou adored 
And bright true Lady l ali the poet’s lays. 


x. 

To thee, to thee, the songs of all my joy. 

To thee the songs that wildly seem to bless. 
And those that mind thee* oi a past caress. 
Lo 1 with a whisper to the Winged boy 
Who rule^my fate, I will my strength employ 
To make a matin-song of my distress. 
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Jt7. 

But playing thus, and toying wiki the notes, 

T half forge l the cau^e I have to weep ; 

And, like a reaper in the realms of sleep, 

I hear the bird of morning where he floats 
High in the welkin, and m fairy boats 
X see the minstrels sad upon the detp. 

XII. 

In mid-suspension of my leaping bow 
1 almost heai the silence of the night ; 

And, in my soul, i know the &tar r are bright 
Because they love, and that *hey nightly glow 
To make it deal that there h nought below. 
And nought obovo, so ia.r as Love's delight. 

But shall I touch my heart by speech alone, 
Without A mati ? Shall * prove,, by words, 
That hops is meant for men as well as birds ; 
That I would late a scorpion, or a stone, 

In lieu of gold, and .sacrifice a throne 

To be the keeper of thy flocks and herds ? 

XIV. 

Ah no, my [.ady ! though I «ang to thee 

With fuller voice than sings the nightingale — 
Fuller and softer ia the moonlight, pale 
Than lays of Keats, or Shelley, or the free 
And firc-Kpp’d Byron — there would come to me 
No word of thine to thank me for the tale. 



CONFESSIONS. 


39 


3CV. 

Thou would’st not hoed - Thou w « mid 'st not any-when, 
In bower 01 grove — or in I he holy nook 
Which shields thy bed -thou wouJdVt not care to look 
For thoughts of mine, th a«*ii f.ritlilul m their ken 
As are the muds of Knghuib’s h^hum* men 

When they inscribe tln.ii tiiuu?> hi liunour’s book. 

iVi 

Thou would’&t not (too f>» •< ,» n my \ nc, and through 
This face of mire, the m»w!, fm scraps of thought. 
Yet ’tis a face that somevhere !us been taught 
To smile in tears. Miu<- ,u< ensewhat blue 
And quick to flush (d wii,r 1 u* ,u be true) 

And dark, at tnue^, us 'eivsl newly wrought. 


v v • . 

But wilt thou own U i W 1* thou in the scroll 
Of my sad life, percent-. :ls in a hive. 

A thousand happy fanu*^ that coutrw 
To seek thee out t r l hy bosom i:> the goal 
Of all my thoughts, and qua k to thy < ontrol 
They wetidiuc»r way, eloe to be aLivw 


XiTH. 

But thci <; is something I could neve* bring 
My soul to compass. I\o 1 could I compel 
Thy plighted troth, i would not have thee tell 
A lie to God. I’ll have no wedding-ring 
With loveless hands around my neck to cling ; 
For this'Vere worse than all the iires of hell. 
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xj x, 

I would not lake thiv horn a leaver’s lips. 

Or from the* rostrum of a miring crowd. 

Or from the rricnioiv of a husband's shtoud 3 
Or from the goO'-t whe<c a Ca.sur sips- 
I would not much thee with my finder tips. 

Hut I would die to seive thee, — and be proud. 


And could I enter Heaven, and find therein, 

In all the wide dominions of the ,ui, 

N"o tiaee of thee among the natives there, 

1 way Id n >t hide with tin n> —No l not to win 
A seinpVs lym— but 1 would sm a sin. 

And ires iny soul, and seek thee other wuerc ! 



Letter VI. 

D E S P A I E. 
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LETTER VI. 


nr. 

It is the phantom of my faurdcVd joy. 

Which once again has come to persecute, 

And tell tne tales which late I did refute. 

But lo I I now must heed t hem, as a boy 
Takes tip, in tears, the remnant* of a toy. 

Or bard forlorn the fragments of a lute. ^ 

IV. 

It is the ghost that, day by day, did come 
To tempt my spirit to the mountain-peak ; 

It is the thing that wept, and would not speak, 
And, with a sign, t«> show that it was dumb, 

Did st'cra to hint ar i >eaili that was the sum 
O l all we know, and all we strive to seek. 


v. 

And now it com* aram, ami with its eye 

Blond sh >t and bh-ar, though pallid m its face, 
Doth point, < x.uimg, to the very place 
Where I do k t c p. that no oin may desciy, 

A lan v's giovt , a ubbon, and a diy, 

A perjur’d iu;><\ which oft I did embrace. 


vr. 

It fn**ans prrehnnee, that [ om*t make an esul 
* if all theve things, and bum them as a fee 
To my Despair, when down upon my knee. 

0 piteous thing I have pity ; he my friend ; 

0 1 say, at least, that blessings will descend 
On her I love, oa hei if not on me t 



DESPAIR . 
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The Shape did smil'V and, vrildly, with a start. 
Did shrivel up, as win u a 6ie is «pcut. 

Whereof the smoke oWmod the firmament 
Anti then i knev' it had nut tried my heart. 

To teach me how to play a manly pan, 

A„tl strengthen me *:,* nit u.y good rulcut 

VI j i. 

And here I stand alone, <. to like a leaf 
Jii sudden frost, .is »jmu a* the wing 
Of wounded bird, windi ivuuwi it r.mnot sing* 
A child may moan, but no! .* mountain chief. 

If we be sad, if we po a gno. 

The grief should he th* riavt, and not the king. 


Yc-', l will pau.a*, and ph.'tr Irnn out (he Ihut 
The full discernment <. f my ioiry ahem , 

And why the • rtulii*h r * : oms no l*uii,e» clear, 
And why, m spno of angi id}, nml the va.,1, 

The sickly blank ihet o’er my hie t i f, 

I cannot kneel to-day, or shed a teau 

x. 

It was thy friend hip. It vn. tins 1 hail, 

This and no ruoie. X was a fool to doubt, 

I was a fool to strive U> put to rout 
My many foes thy nmsin&s tender -glad, 
Which all had said : — “ Avoid him J he is mad- 
Mad with his love, and Love’s erratic shout” 
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J should have known, - 1 should have guess’d in time, — 
That, like a soil imj.u.o ;yt twilight hour. 

My dream ivouhi m< li. and loh me of its dower. 

I should have guess'd ih it \11 the heights sublime* 
Which look'd like spites and cita*» built in rhym?, 
Would dioop and die, 1*0- petals from a flower. 


X should have known, indeed, that to the brave 
All things are servants, but my lost Delight 
Was like Ike ship that fourdets in a night, 

And leaves no m.*.k >T<.>v th-m? Is Passion's grave 

All tViat is led In v, the to d l.ig w.m*? 

The loam tin trofy tf.\ ^iknt «u\i the blight? 


\ in 


X had a tk el - * ship*., in*! ie are they? 

Where aie tin y '•‘>1? n »d win p the merchandise 
I tieaoUied onrt .u< empne’s gul a*n prize. 

The empiie of a souk wi.it n. n. a day. 

Lost all its wealth ? 1 w*i deceiv'd, 1 siy, 
bar i had icikon'ii on t »opUiuvs skies. 

xtv . 

I look'd afar, ami saw vo sign of w» uk* 

1 look'd an^ar, nnd felt the summer breeze 
Waim on my clieek ; ami lorth upon the seas 
I sent my ships ; and would not h*m them back, 

\1 hough some avert’d a Mono was ou the track 
Of -Ji I lov’d, and all X own’d of these. 
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. xv, 

4 .# 

One ship was “Joy," the second “Truth/* the third 
“Love in a Dream, J ami, last not least of all, 
“Hope/* and 41 Content/’ and '* l ride that hath 
a Fall/* 

And they were goodly v» ssols, by my word. 

With Sails as strong as pinions of a bird. 

And crew that answer'd well to Dutyh, call. 

xvi. 

In one of these — in “ Hope*’ —where I did fly 
A lofty banner, — in this slop ! found 
Doom*s»day at last, and all ray t n w were drown’d. 

Yes, I was wreck’d In ibis, and here t lie. 

Here on the beach, forlorn and like fu die. 

With none to prav for :re on holy ground, 

xvu. 

O sweet my Cady s If rhou pass this way. 

And thou behold me where f he beset 
Ey wind and wave, ind powerless to f« rget. 

Wilt not approach me tin ugldfully arid '•ay : — 

“This man was tun:, lie lov’d me night and day 
And though X spurn'd at him, he loves me yet.’ 

XVTIT. 

Wilt not withhold thy blame, at least to-night. 

And shed for me a tear, as one may grieve 
For people known in books, for men who weave 

Ropes out of sand, to lead them to the light ? 

Oh 1 treat me thus, and, by thy hand so white, 

I will forego the dreams to which I cleave. 



LETTER IT. 


4 % 


^ r- 

Be just to and say, ^ *»-'rs all is o*er v 

When som» j sueh b< <ok * '\dm!y laid aside : 

“The shadow-men l-'tv. hvM and lov'd and died g 
The shadow- women mil l<e vexed no more. 

But there i;, One for whom my heart is sore, ^ 
Because he took a .shadow lor his £piide. >> 


XX. 

Say only this ; fait pray for me withal. 

And let a pitying thou;,! I po«v„*s, thee than. 
Whether at home, at -tM. or in j J^len 
In some wild nook. It .e a joy to tall 
Dead at thy feet, »u- at a Mionjut's rail, 
hot I should then h- pc'. r less among men T 





JLcttei VII. 

•* 11 OPE. 

* ¥ * * * f ^ -i'T * 


"fr 

if*" 





LETTER Vn. 


IIOl'K. 


D TEARS of mine \ Yc start I know not why. 
Unless, indeed, to jnove that 1 am 54 lad. 
Albeit fast wedded <0 a thought so sad 
I scarce can deem that my despair will die, 

Or that the sun, careeiing no the sky, 

Will warm again a world that ^cem'd so mad. 


And yet, who knows ? The world is, to the mind. 
Much as wc make it ; and the things we tend 
Wear, for the nonce, the liveiies that we lend. 
And some such things are fair, though ill-defined, 
And some are scathing, like the wintry wind ; 

And sotfte begin, and some will never end. 
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LETTER VI L 


ni. 

How can I think, ye tear* i that I have been 
The thing I was — so doubting, so unfit. 
And so unblest, with brows for ever knit, 
And hair unkempt, and fac* becoming lean 
Ami cold ativi pale, as d J Life had seen ^ 
Medusa’s bend, and all the scowls of it? 


Oh, why is tin , ? Oh, win have I so long 
Ihoodcd on gr»ef, and made myself a bane 
To golde: held', and all the happy plain 
'Where onu I met the Lady of my Kong, 

The* lady for v hose sV r e l shall be strong, 
lint never uuik or diffident again ? 


I was too shorn of hop*. i did employ 

Words Id e a moumet ; and to Her I hov'd, 
A' one meld kneel to Glory ip its shroud. 
Thii. 1 am irowidd to-day, and not so coy — 
Crown'd wdh a kiss, and sec plied with a jo}' ; 
And all the world ..hill see that 1 am proud* 


I shall be sated now. 1 shall receive 

More than the guerdon of my wildest thought, 
More than the most that ecstasy has taught 
To saints in Heaven ; and more than poets weave 
In madcap verse, to warn us, or deceive ; 

And more than Adatn knew ere Kve was brought* 



HOPE . 
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i # VJI * 

I know the* moaning now of all the signs, 

Ami all the joys I dreamt of in my dreams. 

I realise the comfort of the streams 
When they reflect the shadows of the pines. 

I kno'^hat there is hope for celandines. 

And that a tree is merrier than it .seems. 

viii. 

I know the mighty bills b tve much to tell; 

And that they quake, at nines, in undertone. 
And talk to strus, he*' ,uv? s‘> much alone 
And so unlov’d. 1 know t f; 't, m Du. dell. 
Flowers are betroth’d, and that a wedding-bell 
Rings in the bieeze on which a moth has flown. 


I know such things, bocait e to loving hearts 
Nature is keen, and pit-asm cr., long delay’d, 
Quicken the pulse, rmd tu;n a truant shade 
Into a sprite, equipp’d wit 1 1 all the d ots 
That once were Cupid’s ; and the day departs, 
And sun and moon conjoin, as man with maid 


x. 

Tile lover knows how grand a thing is love, 

How grand, how sweet a thing, and how divine 
More than the pouring out of choicest wm<* ; 
More than the whiteness of the whitest dove , 
More than the glittering of the stars above ; 

And such a love, O Love J is thine and mine. 
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LETTER V/L 


xn \ 

To me the world, to-day, has thrown ao fair 
I dare nut trust rrsy elf to think of it. 

Visions of light uound >m; yt'm to llii, 

And Phivbus lou-.cn'. at) hr golden hair 
Right down the Ay ; and .la. n*s turn an A st^j? 
At things we see not w»lh our human wit. 

XII, 

And hole, be « ie me, then* are mosses green 
In shelter'd imo'.s, and gnats nt bright array. 
And lordly beetles out f -r h* l.il.iy ; 

And spiders small th.it v.-k in silver slice m 
T'<> make a built- for lh>j hairy Oueon. 

That slit «ia\ tlmi it on ib< I’nsi of May, 


1 hear, in thou ;h% 1 her? the v 'ry words 
That Arelhr .j, turn'd ?n*o a brook, 

Spukt to fh.’oa, when her ?c.tvt* she took 
Of all slit lov’.t -low v»’t » us the buds 
ShrdlVt oat of tune, am? all »hc 1ngh»en\t herds 
ScuujpeiM to death, m .pite of ppe and ciook 

vi v. 

I know, to-day, whv winds woe made to sigh 
And why limy hide themselves and why they gloat 
In some old rum ! Mote confers with mote, 

And shell with shell ; and corals live and die. 

And die and live, below the deep, Arul why ? 

To make a neck lac *. for my lady’s throat. 
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I 

And yet the world, ir> ab ds vanvi goth. 

Lacks what wr look for. I hme i* Mmmthmg base 
In mere existence — j-mm dung j;j the hue 
Of men and women win* it n*'< ( pt- tin eaitb, 

And aJJ its havings, as «■ light oi hmh. 

But not its quittaitu, mt* ii*, mg -place. 


xvt. 

There have been moments, rt the set of sun, 
Wli^n l ha\< long'd tor wmgs upon the wind, 
That I might sc* L a i hi net to r ti y trnivi, 

More fttlLdcvelup'd >h.v< <his prv ml one , 

With more of i,cop< , wh» r nil t- uid rmd done, 
To satisfy the wants m human kind. 


A World with v lu;« , <> h».n'c in - iue i emote 
And unknown ui;ii\ huh no si" ( A k<.n 
Has cumpu. \ * t , .*( winds i.o hnm.ui p< n 
Has traced Oh him.* . vine* a / son.iis Jloat 
ln wind or h<lv« , and w*n w ♦ '*. .v-id may note 
A thousand iup‘iues u u..»'j.dd to nan. 


x v t ! i , 

To be transported in :t n. r.je 'nr. 

On some tran* i’«*ndt*n» vugd «i * uly |um 
Beyond the hom’d pioj**ctinns ot the moon ; 
To have otr being m a bridal mui, 

In laru|s of light, where only angels aie, 

Atliwan tht. spacer where the comets swoon. 
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xix. ^ 

To be all this : to have in our estate 

Worlds wit bout stint, and quit them for the day 
Of some new planet where a summer’s day 
Toasts tifty yen is ; and tin re to celebrate 
Our Golden Wedding, by the will of Fate — 

This were subimt f*n n seraph’s lay. 


XX. 

This were a life to live, --a life indeed, — w 
A tlunq to die for ; if, in truth, we die 
Whrn we but put our mmUl vtMuicnts by. 
Tins were a c!i nnx for o lover’s need 
Swe«*»cr than boru^s, and holier t’mi the creed 
Of half the zealot*' who buvt bought the sky. 



LcIIl' j‘ V ■ \ I, 

A VISION. 








LETTER VI 11. 

A Y/S10N 


‘r^\X 


Y JES, i will Ml tlwv v bat, a k ago, 

1 dreamt of the*, r.ml nil ihe joy Uitrcin 
Which I conceiv’d, and *>h the holy Jin 
Of throbbing ipumc, which aiipeai'd to tlow 
Krom room to room, as if to make me know 
The powei theieof to lead air out of bin. 


Methought I --aw time in a lay of light, 

This bide a gum.* —a dream within a dre un — 
With eyes of under ['leading, and the gleam 
Of far-off bumnim. in thy tres-cs blight ; 

And I did tremble it the giaciuus Mgh\ 

As OJSe who seeb a naiad in a stieam. 
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LETTER VIIL 


nt - V, 

X follow'd thee. i know that, in the wood. 
Where thus we met. tmn.* was a trysting-place. 
I follow'd thee, ps mortals in a chase 
Follow the deer. ! knew that it was good 
To track thy step, and promptly understood 
The lilhd blv‘h that Hellos \J to thy lace* 


tv. 

X followed thee to whtre a biook did run 
Clo.e to a grot ; «nd th- re I knelt to thee* 
And then a mok- of Lard" dew over me, — 
ihrds winch arrived beau:''- tin' day v/as done. 
To sing t v »e Swctus of ij,,* , t tuug tun ; 

And then i heard thy v ace upon the lea. 


“ h olluw 1 " it cried. 1 rose and follow'd fast ; 
And, m my ch earn, i feU Ihe dieatn was true, 
And that, full soon, TiUisia, with hei ciew 
Of imps and lays, would meet rm* '‘it the blast, 
iiut this was hindered , and 1 <pii< kiy passed 
Into the valky where th : cedars grow. 

v c. 

And wiui a scene, O God I and what repose. 

And what sad splendour in the burning west ; 

A languid uuu low-dropping to his rest, 

And incense rising, as of old it rose. 

To do him honour at the daylight's close, — 

The bird> entranced, and all the wmds repress’d. 
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, J v,r - 

I followed thee. 1 came to w hole a shrine 
Stood in the trees, and wh-ic nn oid.en gate 
n^wung m the air, turbulent of late, 

I torch'd thy hand ; it q.,:v f d uiio r»inc ; 
And then*! look'd into thy l.mr N'mgm 

And saw the smile for whrm tiv an pds wan. 

\11I. 


And lo I the moon had s..;Vd m»o the main 
Of that blue sky, .u» u 'in *eiu u»vl p-uso 
A silver boat ; and iben 1 tuneful u»<bo 
Broke from the eop..t “ 4 u 1 1 • * ■ * \ >.oa; was slam 

And nightingale;, in rc »t.i y oi p ,m. 

Did break thru hear: . with - i.gm.; the old joys. 


fX. 

t4 is this the spot i* i cnevl, ** u this the spot 
Where I must tel* due all my heart's desire? 
Is this the time v. hen ( must dnuk the hie, 
And eat the snow, and hnd n fever -hot ? 

I freeze with heat, and yet I <tvr it not ; 

And all uiy pulses ibnll me like a l>re/ y 


A wondrous light was tin own upon thy (ace ; 

It was the light within ; it was the lay 
Of thine own soul. And then a voice did say, 
“Glory to God the Kiug, ami Jexu’s gtace 
Here attdw hereafter ! " And about the place 
A radiance shone surpassing that of day. 
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LETTE . ' VIII 


A . , 

It was tliy voice* It was the voice X prize 
More than the sound of April in the dales. 

More than the soups o! Kirks and nightingales, ! 
And mine than tcaebmgs ■ ' the worldly-wise. 
‘Glory to God/’ ^ sai-h “ foi, in the 
And hete on ea^'h, *h Me alone prevails/* 

xt i. 

And then X asked tin e “ Si. ill T tell thee now 

AH that 1 think of, when, by land and sea. 

The day*- and nigh**, dhm»e ihr’ world for me? 
And how 7 inu^e on nuiriAi’t, ns 1 how 
In (lull's own place*, v ith - throbbing brow ? 

And how, at inghl, \ die**** of keying thee? ’ 7 


'* u*. 

Hut thou didVt am,v,t* r ' l ust behold this man 1 
He G thy lot rl, h>* love’s md iadyV :>.ike ; 
lie i& thv r, oi I much mish'ke.” 

And 1 perceiv'd, hard 1>\\ r> phint.mi w.,ir> 

And wild am] kinHy , v h.* dud, walking, span 
'The open space Ih.o Gy be^Jv- tl*» bteke. 


X * V . 


It v r :o- Jlcethovs It wa> ht 'vh<* earn-* 

From monstrous duT'., to journey yet awhile 
!n pleasant nooks, and vainly seek the smite 
Of one lov’d woman — she to whom his fame 
Had been a pl«»iy had she sought the same, 

And lvv’d a Mjud so grand, so bee from guile. 



A f/SJOJV 


It mu* the Kaiser of the !.in ( | of song. 

The giant-singer who did stoim the gates 
*01 I leaven and Hell, a nun to whom the Fates 
Were fierce as furies, and who mi fife iV wrong 
And ach d and bore it, and was b<av* and strong, 
But gaunt as ocean when ’is tage abates. 

::vi. 

I knew his tread. 1 knew idm by in’s look 
Of pent-up sorrow — by 1* is hair unkempt 
And tom attire — anil h y his >iuilc exempt 
From all hut pleading YVt his body shook 
With some groat joy ; and onward he betook 
His echoing steps tin* way that I had dreamt. 


I bow’d my head. K he lordly being pass’d. 

He was my king, and 1 did bow to him. 

And when l rais’d mine tyo s they were as dim 
As tears could make them* And the moon, aghast. 
Glared in the kky ; and wcstw.ud came a bhisl 
Which shook the earth like shouts of cherubim. 

xvni. 

I held my breath. T could have tied the place, 

A* men have fieri beftue ihe wmth of Gtxi. 

But I beheld my 1 ,ady wheie she trod 
The darken’d path ; and 3 did cry apace : 
u Help n*e, my Lady? " and thy lustions face 
Gladden’d the air, and quicken'd all the sod. 
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LETTER VUE 

\ 


xix. 

Then did 1 hear again i1i3i voice of cheer. 

“ Lovest thou me,” it .said, 4 ‘ or music best ? ” 

I seized thy hand, T drew thee to my breast. 

“ Thee, only theo l v 1 cried. “ Fiona year to year. 
Thee, only thee — not fn; t* ! *' And sdver«clear, 
Thy voice responded . •* God will grant the rest.” 


I kiss’d thine eve 1 T kisdd them where the blue 
PeepM smiling forth : a-i l proudly as before 
1 heard the tone, that tie til <1 me to the core, 
“If thou Jove me,’* they :.nid, “if thou be true, „ 
Thou shaft have fame, and kwu, a r ui music too 1 
Knlrauccd I kL.’d the ht s that 1 adore 




Letter IX. 

TO-MORROW. 







L E T TER IX. 


TO-MOKKOW, 


O LOVE 1 O Love I O Gateway of Dcbght ! 

Thou porch of peace, thou pageant of the prin 
Of all God’s creatures ! 1 am here to climb 
Thine upward step', and daily and by night 
To gaze beyond them, and to starch aright 
The far-off splendour of tny tiack sublime. 


IT. 

For, in thy precincts, on the further side, 
Beyond the turret where the bells aie rung, 
Beyond the chapel where the rites are uing, 
There is a garden fit for any bride. 

O Love 1 by thee, by thee are sanctified 
The jojs thereof to keep our spirits young. 

' 7 - ~ 
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LETTEl IX ; 


irr* 

By thee, dear Love I by thee, if all be well — 

And we be wise enough to own the touch 
Of some bright folly that has thrill'd us much — 
By thee, till death, ue m.iy regain the spell 
Of wizard Merlin, ami in every dell 

Confront a Muse, and bow to it as such* 

IV. 

Love * FTapi>y I<ove ! Behold me where I stand 
Tills sid< thy ]»o T i.ih with my straining eyes 
Turn’d to die Future. Clomllos are the skies. 
And, tar od.iwn tin- road which thou hast spann'd, 
I set the gioves of th.*t clotted land 
Which is the phc». f call my paradise. 


But wha* is this? 'Hie plain; art* known to me ; 
The hills aie known, the tields, the little fence, 
'‘Hie noisy brook as clear as innocence. 

And thii old oak, the wonder of the lea, 

Which stops the wind to know if there shall be 
Sorrow for men, or pride, or recompense. 


vr. 

I know these things, yet hold it little blame 

To know them not, though in their proud array, 
The flowers advance to make the world so gay. 
Ah, what a change I The things I know by name 
Look unfamiliar all, and, like a flame, 

Tb~ mscs bum upon the hedge to-day. 



TO-MORROW, 


vu. 

The grass Is velvet. There are penris thereon* 
And golden signs, and braid that doth appear 
Made for a bridal. This is fairy gear 

If I mistake not. T sh ill know anon. 

Nature herself will \each me how to con 

The new-found words to thank the glowing year. 

vm. 

This is the path that hd tot o the brook * 

And this the m<ad, an i ti> is the mo s-.v slope, 
And this tin place where bire/es did elope 

With giddy moths * nnmoui'd of a look ; 

And here l but ilom, ,« with r book, 

Dreaming the* dream* of constancy and hope. 


i c 

I loved the river well . but not till now 
Did I perceive the maivc is of the shore. 

This is a av t, and this «n emerald floor ; 
And here Sir Kglantine might make a vow, 
And here a king, a guilty king, might bow 
Before a child, and break his word no more. 

y 

The day is dying. J .hall .*ee him die. 

And I shall watch rhe sunset, and the red 
Of all that splendor. i when the day is dead. 
And T shall see the stars upon the sky. 

And think them torches that are lit on high 
To light the Lord Apollo to his bed- 
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LETTEA • IX. 


Anri sweet To-morrow, like a p^lden bark, 

Will cab for me, and had we on apace 
To while l '-hall «>* hohl xn all her grac*? 7 
Mine own mu I ..idy, \w.mn a happy lark 
Did late aulutc, appointing, after dark, 

A nightingale to carol ia his place. 

XIX- 

Oh, come to mo s Oh, come, beloved day, 

O b’veet Tu-m-ur-w t ^ ojngcst of the sons 
Of ol l King Turn, to ’ v r,hom Ci cation tuns 
As men to ih*d. Oh, quickly with thy ray 
Anoint my be.nl, ami h .1. L n.i. huw to pray, 

A., gem; Jl u> UL Vj ht ihe little 

yj n. 

/ am awi ny of sAc waiting; hour*, 
f am aweaiy of the ti otfy night. 

The hungry moments rob nte of delight, 

The ciawlmg minute'- steal away my powers ; 
And l am «ick at hc^rt, a, one who cowers, 

In lonely haunts, remov'd from human sight. 


XJV„ 

Ifow shall 1 think the rrght was rac ant for sleep, 
When I must iount the diendful hours thereof, 
And cannot b *at them down, or bid them doff 
Their hateful made* ? A man may wtike and weep 
From hour to hoar, and, in the silence deep, 

See shadows move, and almost hear them scoff. 



7-4 


TO-M'ORROW. 


I 


Qb, come to me, Tn-mn.^v ( M a fnienci. 
And not as one who bnh th iot die Uoc 1 :. 

Be swift to come, and T wdt hero ih< e knock. 
And though the tin ht r <*hi' «* to mat r an end 
Of her dull peace, 1 promptly* will descend 
And let thee in, and thank ihte tor the shock* 


7t 


yvi. 

Dear, good To-morrow ! m my life, till now, 

1 did not think to need thee quite so soon* 

1 did not think that I -.hould hate the moon, 

Or new or old, or that my fc> i red brow 
Requir'd tin* sun to cool U. I will bow 

To this new day, that he may grant the boon. 

XVII. 

Yes, 'twill consent. Th' day will dawn at last. 

Day and the tub* Tluy unn^t rest. 

They must approach. They imm by every lest 
Of all men’s knowledge, m n » er slow nos fast, 
Approach and trout us. When the night is past. 
The morrow's dawn will lead me to my quest. 

xvm. 

Then shall 1 tremble gie.dlw and be glad. 

For I shall meet my true-love all alone, 

And none shall toll me of her dainty zone, 

And none shall say how sweetly she is clad ; 

But X«$hall know it. Men may call me mad ; 

But I shall know how bright the world has grown. 
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LETTER IX. 


XfX. 

There is a grammar of th-' tips and eyes, 

And T have learnt it. Ther-are tokens sure 
Of trust m love r and 1 have found them pure. 
Is love the guerdon then r Is love the prize ? 

It is 1 It is * We find it in the skies, 

And here on earth ’t is all that will endure 


XX. 

All things for love. All things in some divine 
And wish’d for way, conspire, as Nature knows. 
To some great good. Where’er a daisy grows 
There grows a joy. The forest-trees combine 
To talk of peace when Tnortals would repine ; 

And he is false to God who flouts the rose. # 



Letter X. 


A RETROSPECT. 




LETTER 


A K Iv t r o s p li c 


I WALK again beside <he soaring sea, 

And once again I h.mkci. to the speech 
Of waves evx idling on th** madden'd beach. 
A sound of awful joy it sieim to mi, 

A shuddering sound of God’s eternity, — 
Telling of things beyond the s age’s reach. 


I walk alone. I see the bounding waves 

Curl’d into foam. I watch them as Ihey leap 
Like wild sea-horses loosen’d from the deep. 
And well 1 know that they have ^een the graves 
Of shipwreck'd sailors ; for Disaster paves 
The fearful fields where reapers cannot reap. 
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LETTER X . 


in. 

Out theie, in inland'' whole the summer sun # 

(Joes down m tcmp«\?L, there are loathsome things 
That crawl to shore, and hap unsightly wings. 

But here there ai» no monsters that can run 
To catch the limbs of bathers ; no 1 notone ; 

And he»v the wind is hmmle^s when it stings. 

TV, 

There is a glamour all alniul the bay. 

As if the nymphs of Greece had tarried here. 

The sands aie golden, and the rocks appear 
Crested with silver ; and the breeaes play 
Snatches of song they hu min'd when far away. 

And then are hush’d, as if from sudden fear* 


They think of thee. They hunt ; they meditate. 
They will not quit the short* till they have seen 
The very spot where thou did’st stand serene 
In all thy beauty ; and of me they prate, 
Knowing I love thee. And, like one elate. 

The grand old sea remembers what hath been. 


VI. 

IIow many hours, how many days we met 
Ileie on the beach, in that delirious time 
When all the waves appear'd to break in rhyme. 
Life was a joy, and love was like a debt 
Paid and iepaid in kisses — good to get, 

And gooii to lose — unhoarded, yet sublime. 



A RETROSPECT, 
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VIT- 

ifce wanderM here. We s.ri the H‘L- advance, 

We saw it ebb. We sa* dowM shore 
Waiting for Ocean with its organ iojlt. 

Knowing that, day \ y dav, through happy rhancc, 
She would be wooed anew, amid the dance 
Of bridal waves, high bounding as before, 

* VIII. 

And 1 remember huv», at Cash cf mom, 

Thou didst depart alone, iind .t nook 
y?herc none could see thee ; where a lover’s look 
Wire profanation wot .e than any scorn ; 

And how I went my way, among the corn, 

To wait for thee beside the Shepherd’s brook. 


rx. 

And lo I from out a cave thou didst emerge, 
Sweet as thyself, the flower )f Womankind. 

I know ’twas thus ; for, in my secret mind, 

I see thee now. 1 see time m the sur^* 

Of those wild w ives well knowing that they urge 
Some idle wish, untalkM-of \o the wind. 


X. 

I think the beat h was thankful to have known 
Thy warm, white body, and the blessedness 
Of thy first shiver ; and I well can guess 
How, when thy limb^ were tosdd and overthiown, 
The s^a was pleased, and every smallest stone, 

And every wave, was proud of thy caress. 
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LETTER X 


XI. 

A maiden diving, with dUhe* elPd hair* 

Sheer fi<>m a rod^; a tyreu ol the deep 
Call’d into action, ere a wave could leap 
Bieast-high to daunt her ; Daphne, by a prayer, 
Lured from a forest for the \ca to bear — * 

This were a dream to fill a poet’s sleep* 

xrt. 

This were a thing for Phoebus to have eyed $ 

And he did eye it. Yea, the Deathless One 
Did eve thy beauty. It was madly done. .v 
lie saw thee m the rising of the tide, 
lie saw thee well. The truth is not deniad : 

The shore was proud to show thee to the sun. 

XTP. 


Never since Venus at a god’s decree. 

Uprose hom nrt,»n, ha* thtMO hv* j d on earth 
A faro like ihiru , a form oi much worth 5 
And nowhere has the monn-obcvby sea 
Known such peifection, down Irom head to knee* 
And knee to loot, aitice that Olympian birth. 

XIV. 

And, sooth, Ihe moon was anxious to have placed 
Her head beside dice, on the waters bright* 

But she was foil’d ; for thou so late at night 
Wouldst not go forth : no I not to be embraced 
By Nature’s Quern, though, round about the waist, 
She would have ring’d thee with het softest light* 



A RETROSPECT. 
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XV. 

/2K me ! bad I a lute of ><n creign powt r 
1 would enlarge on th)'*, and phn.ly show 
That there is nothing !:k^ » hot* hr re below, — 
Nothing so comely, noth mg io its dower 
Of youth and grace, so i.ke a human llower. 

And white withal, and guiltless a > the snow, 

wr. 

Fot thou a>d fair c lib » n »h #he tU» r ** 

That roses have wh***. for a kisr * 

And when thou srui" .1 t»» IrPij comes runisr- 
The earth is glad to rv tbv ‘h'l.pTe't rihtdi. 

Had 1 the lute e* * :pV- »■ i wou-d hush 
All meanci sounds to teH f ii * van* of this. 

<vn. 

I would, I swear , *>y 1‘JL * own toir enl v 
Inform all creatines vd» uo *hc A'n » behold 
That thou ait mine, auvl ti at a pen of gold. 
With ink of fire, though I tv an an t el lent. 

Were all too poor to ted my true content, 

And how I love thee seven times seventy fold. 

3fvnr/ 

And sure am l that, in the ancient day*., 

Achilles heard no voice so passing sweet, 

And none so trancing, none that could compete 
With thme for fervom j none, in watery ways 
, Where Neptuie dwelt, so worthy of the praise 
Of Thetis’ son, the sure and swift of feet. 
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LETTER X \ 


Tax. 

He never met upon the pi air if of Troy 
GodJess or maiden so divinely fraught. 

Not Helen’s self, for whom the Trojans fought, 
Was like to thee. Her love had much alloy. 

But thine has non^. He* beauty was a toy, 

But thine * a gem, unudlud and unbought. 

V 'V 

And nrVr was ^ce*» by noi » m a s. woven, 

An eye like tlmir, a f tee tai T to see 

that which makes t>u omlij'ht sweet to me. 
Nor need ] wait U t death, <»< tor the levin 
In yonder cloud, to find fJ . path to Ibaveu. 

It fronts me h \ H\, m tiideeL in thee ! 



Letter XL 

FAITH. 





LFTTFF XI 


*4 


rn 

* wdi endure. I will not scrive to peep 
Hehmd tht* bft»rier<5 of the day> to come. 

Nor, adding up t f s< figures of a sum, 

I iispo'f of prayers as men dispose of sleep. 

1 t.tnn it I'onni l ho stars, or wall the deep : 
iUit I can pray, and Faith shall not be dumb* 


rv. 

I take myself and thee is mine estate — 

'J lice and myself. The world is centred them. 
If thou be well I know tile skies are fair: 

If not, they press me down with leaden weight, 
And all is dark : md morning comes too late ; 
And a!( the birds arc Him k"\s m the am 

v 

I nerd bnt thee : thee only. Ill on alone 
Ait all my joy : a pome'hmg to the si$/ht 
As grand as Sdern c, and a. sno^y while 
And do thou pardon if I make it known. 

As oft I do, with mine Amuti’s tom , 

Amid the stillness nl the stany night. 

vr 

Oh, give me pity of thv heart and mi id, 

Mme own s v'eef bady, if I vex thee now. 

If the repeating of my constant vow 
IV undesired, have pity ! J were blind, 

And deaf and dumb, and mad, were 1 inclined 
To curb my feelings when to thee I bow. 



pa mr. 


VII, 

I 

Forgive the ehalltnpa of my longing lips 
If these offend thee ; and forgive me, too, 

If I perceive, within thine eye.** of blur, 

Mote than. I utter — more than, m eclipse, 

A man may note a tween the argent rips 
01 frighted Dian whom ttm hates pursue 

VIJI 

It is the thing I dream of; kis the thing 

Wc know as rapture, when, with sudden thrill. 
It snares the heart and subjugates the will , 

I moan the pride, the power, by which we chug 
To natures nobler than the ones w>* bring. 

To keep entire tk ure *v«* cannot chill. 


IX, 

Coyest of nymphs, my Lady ! whom J ,ei 1 
As sailors seek salvation out at s< a. 

And j roots fame, and soldiers victory. 
Behold t I note the bhi'-h upon thy cheek. 
The flag of truce that tells me thou art meek 
And .%oon wdt yield thy follows up to me- 


lt is thy soul ; it is thy soul in arms 

Which thus I conquer. All thy furtive sighs 
And nil the planets of Ihv wktful eyes, 
Proclaim the swift surrender of thy charms. 

I kiss thy hand ; and tremors and alarms 
.Discard, m parting, aff their late demise 
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JLETTFR XI. 


XT. 

They u en* not frws, They knew me, one and allj 
'1 hey knew I lov’d thee, and they hired me on 
To tiy my fortune, and to u.nt thereon 
For just r»*war«l. Th* '•raiing of the wall 
\V,r- not the meed : there rarnt dee festival, 

And now t^en* come*' th** crown that I must cion*. 

XII. 

< ) rry Beloved I f am king of tnoc, 

And thou my* queen ; and f will wear the novrn 
A little moment, for thy lov* renown. 

Vet, for n mnni' nt, it shall circle me r 
And then he thme, so thou, upon thy knee. 

Do st*t*k the sime, with >dl thy ti esses down. 

vm. 

For woman till F mistres? of the man, 

Though man Ik* master. *Tis thr moman’c right 
To choose h* r king, and crown hon m her sight, 
And make Irim feel the pics nut of the span 
Of her soft arms, as only woman can ; 

For, with her weakness, she excels his might 

xiv. 

It is her joy indeed to he «o frail 

That he must shield her ; he of all the world 
Whom most she loves ; and then, if he be hurl’d 
To depths of sorrow, she will more avail 
Than half a "WTjate. Troubles may assail, 

Bnt she vrdl guide him by her bps impend* d. 



FAITH* ’ 


87 


/v. 

A woman clung to Casar . he was {pent, 

And great the power he g.un*d hy sea ami land 
But when he wrong’d hoi, when hi spum’d the 
hand 

Which once he knelt t*», when he. scolFd at Fate, 
Glory dispers’d, and left him d< vdaie ; 

For God icmijiibcr’d ,dl that fust was pluwwh 

\VI„ 

The cannon’s ronr, th>‘ wisdom of the 

The strength <>f anme i , ami the thrall of ling* 

All these .tie w<ak compared to we.ikr.t Umig>. 
Napoleon fell because m puny iage, 

He wrong’d hi^ house ; % and eailb became a c.ige 
For this poor eagle with Ins batter'd wings, 

\vn. 

Believe me, la*vc ! 1 honour, night and day, 

The name ot Woman *Tis the nobh 1 sex 
Viliams may shame it ; souowsmay peiph.*c ; 

But still 'tis w.dchfuh Man in \y lake away 
All its possessions, all its vmjf-ily sway, 

And yet be worshipped by the soul he wrecks. 

xvnr 

A won! of love to Woman is as sweet 
As nectarM lapluic in <». golden bowl ; 

Ami when she \piaflL> the heaven., asunder mil. 

And God looks through. And, hum his judgement-seat, 
lie blesses those who part, and those who meet, 

And* those who join the links of soul with soul. 
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.n TTilK XI- 


:<u. 

Anti ait, th* it iimn* untrue t God knows there are * 
Aye, iIjcjc are those who learn irt time the laugh 
'l 'h at cm Is m matlm ss - wtmii'ii who for eliaflf 
Have sold their com * wii'< seek no guidmg-slar, 
An,! IjiuI no faith n# light fhem ft tun afar; 

Of whom >tis said : “ They need no epitaph/' 


All this n known ; hu! io I for sake of One 
'Who lives in glory— f«u my mother's sake. 
For thine, and hers, O Hovel — I pity take 
On all poor women. Jesu's will he done I 
Honour for ail, ami uif.unv for none, 

Thu side tlie holders o 1 the burning lake. 
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I C T O !i y. 


i S'JhMrJrlKfcs 






LET IT K Ml. 

VIC lt'KY. 

- o 


N ow have 1 reach'd the goal of my desire, 

For thou lust sworn — as sweetly os a Ml 
Makes out Us chime (hr oath l love to tell, 

The fealty-oath o! whirl) l never Inc. 

The lordly forest seems a lyie, 

And sings, and rings, the thoughts that o'er it swell. 


The air is fill'd with voire*.. I have found 
Comfort at last, cnthulrwnt, and a joy 
Past all belief ; a peace without, alloy. 

There is a splendour all about the ground 
As if from Eden, when the woild was drown'd, 
Something had come which death could not destroy. 



KTIIUi XU, 




m. 

It .eems, indeed, .cs if to toe wt.ro sent 

A brniic tiou* I leaven — as if to-day the clods 
Were lined with silk — the trees divining rods. 
And roses gems fui some high tournament 
I should not be so proud, or so content. 

If I could sup, to-iught, with all the gods* 


A vhrimM saint would change his place with me 
If he !>ul knew the worth of what I feci. 

He is tMi tubed nid Ltd,' and for his weal 
I huh mm h coucem ; but how forlorn is he 1 
li'»w pale his pomp ! lie cannot sue to thee, 
r.ut I am sainted every time I kneel. 


1 walk’d abioad, to-dyy, ere yet the dark 

I lad left tlu in Ha, and down the beaten ruad 
i v^auntei' S forth a mile hum nunc abode. 

I h<ard, .Oar, (he watchdog’s .sudden baib. 

And, mar at hand, the liming of a lark, 
bate m its nest, but weighted with an ode- 


'I he moon was pacing up the diy serene, 

Pallid and pure, as if she late had shown 
Her outmost side, and fear’d to make it known; 

\nd, like a mm, she gazed upon the scene 
Fiom bars of d«md that ;eenu‘d to stand between. 

And plac’d ami smiled, and smiled and pray’d a/one. 
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Thfc stars had licit. Nut one remain'd I*, laud 
To warn oi comfort ; oi to make .imkimI 
For hope delajM, — tor ecstasy (hat end 
At daw n’s uppx each. The himamiut blind 
Of aU its eyes; and, wanton up the wind, 

There came the shuddering that the twilight :a nd., 

vm. 

The hills exulted «t the Mining's hull), - 
And clou<ls assembled, <juich, as lieu Ids run 
Before a king to say tine light is won. 

The rich, warm daylight lull upon the eniLh 
lake wine outpoured m madness, or in math. 

To celebrate the rising of the sun. 

IX. 

And when the soaring lark had done hr, prayer, 

The holy thing, sell -poised amid the blue 
Of that great sky, did seem, a space or two, 

To pause and think, and then did clip the au 
And dropped to eailh to claim his guerdon tin n . 
M Thauk God T* Icrioi, ** My dearest dream is tnu. 1’ 

X* 

I was too happy, then, to leap and dance , 

But I could ponder ; 1 could gaze and g.ue 
From earth to sky and back to woodland ways. 

The bird had thrill’d my heart, and cheer M my glance, 
For he had found to-day his ncst-iomaure, 

$.nd ldV’d a mate, and crown’d her with his prai.se- 
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LETTER XIL 


xr. 

0 I my Love f 1 would not for a throne* & 

J w*»uM not f<*i live- thrones of all the king*. 

Who yt i have liv’d, oi for n seraph’s wing**, 

K it lc»i the tumI of Jove when night hath flown, 
Consent to rule an empire all alone. 

No f 1 must have the grace* of our two rings* 

Mr. 

1 mu*t possess thet from die ct owning curl 
Down to rlu* feet, and hum the beaming eye 
Down to ihe bu>om where my treasure^ lie* 

f rom blush to bludt, and from tilt rows of pearl 
i’ll it ieriu ihy smile, I must possess thee, girl, 

And be thy lord and master till I die- 

xm. 

*Uu>, and no loss: the keeper of thy lame. 

The psoud » nnt roller of ca*'h silken liess, 

And r.ich ib ai item of thy loveliness, 

And t very oath, and every dainty name 
known h> a bride . a picture m a frame 
Of golden haxi, to turn u> and caress. 

>* i v* 

And though I know th* * pome, in vacant hmnn* 
Tii Id ugh and ial^ with those who circumvent 
And make uuul speeches; though I know the bent 
i *t some Mirh men, and though ui ladies’ bowers 
rhey brag of swords -- 1 know my proven powers 5 
l know myself and thee, aud am content* 



VICTORY . 
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y.v. 

I If Avar myself ; «nd why *.h*»iiM f demur i' 

The lily, Ihwmw to the* i>oc/*'’s play, 

Is not forgetful *>f the mm in M*n r . 

She is his nymph, and with a * to vii.tr 
She doth hut jest. The sun looks down nt her. 
And knows her true, nml loves her day hy day 


xvr. 

E’en so I thee, o Lady of my Heart * 

0 Lady white as lilies on tbt lea. 

And fair as foam upon the ocean free 
Whejron the sun hath sent a shilling dnit ! 

KVn so I love litre, as ihoti uf. 

And with my soul's desire ( cam pas, then, 

xvxr. 

For thou art Woman in the sweetest sense 
Of true endowment, and a lnide mdml 
Fit for Apollo. H his is Woman’s need : 

To be a beacon when the an- is dense, 

A bower of peace, a life-long lecomprnse-- 
This is the sum of Woman’s worldly cued. 

xvnr. 

And what is Man the while? And what hip will ? 
And what the furtherance of his earthly hop*' ? 
To turn to Faith, to turn, as to a rope 
A drowning sailor ; all his blood to sptll 
For One he loves, to keep her out oi ill — 

This is the will of Man, and this his stoi*?. 
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I.ETTEK Xir. 


XTX, 

'Tis like the tranquil .sea, that knows anon f 
It can he wild, and keep away from home 
A thousand ships — and lash u«elf to foam- 
And Ix^at ilie shorn, and all that lies thereon • 
And catch the thunder ere the flash has gone 
Forth from the cloud that spans it like a dame. 


This is the will of Man. and this is mine. 

Hut lo ! 1 love thee more than wealth or fame. 
More than myself, and more than those who can,* 
With Christ’s commission from the goal divine- 
Soul of my soul, and mine as J am thine, 

I cling to thee, my Life l as fire to flame- 



ffli^qcllan^ou^ 

Poc(m^. 







ANTKKOS. 


L 

'"Pitts is the fr"st-day of my ",oul and mr, 

*> h or I am half a i;o- 1 and hall a mm. 
These are the hours m wh'< h .nr heard l.y > on, 
By land and Vr.iV'*, and m the leTms of spn< e. 

The lute-likc ymnd. which sMiutify my sp.m, 
And give me povei to *-w ty the human ran*. 


II. 

f am the king whom men call lander, 
l am the ''emits of the nether spheies. 

Give me my Christian name, ami l demur. 

Call me a Greek, and straigldway I rejoice. 

Yea, I am Anteros, ami with my tears 
I salt the earth that gladdens at my voice. 

ill. 

I ant old Anteros ; a young, old god ; 

A sage who smiles and limps upon a ciutch 
But J can turn my cru.di into a tod, 

And change my rod into a crown of wood. 

Yea, l am he who compters with a touch, 

And 'jjta ya with poisons till he makes thtrn good. 

— 9 - 
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ANTEROS \ 


iv. 

'Hie Min, uprising with his golden hair, 1 ' 

Is mine apostle ; ami he serves me well. 

Thoughts ami desires of mine, beyond compare, 
Thrill at his touch. The moon, so lost in thought, 
lias pined* lor love ; and wanderers out of hell. 
Awl samts from heaven, have known what I have 
taught. 


Great are my grids ; my joys air multiple?: 5 ^ 

And beasts and buds and men my subjects are ; 
Yea, all created things that have a sex, 

And Urns and flowers and monsters of the mere ; 

All these, and more, proclaim me from afar, 

And sing my marrhgc songs from year to year* 

VI. 

Theie are no bridals but the onc^ I make ; 

For moi aie quicken’d when they turn to ifle. 

The soul obeys me for its body’s sake, 

And ear h is form’d Tor each, as day for night. 

’Tis imt the soul can pay the body’s fee 
To v in the wisdom of a fool’s delight. 

VII. 

Y^a, this is so. My clerks have set it down, 

And birds have blabbed it to the winds of heaven. 
The doweis have guessed it, and, in bower and town, 
I /i /ers have sung, the songs that I have made. 

Givi me your lives, O mortals, and, for leaven, 

V>; shall receive the fires that cannot fade. 



AJVT/s RQS. 


1CJI 


VIII. 

A ijnen ! O maidens 1 O ye listless ones ! 

Ye who desert my temples ui the Hast, 

Ye who reject the lays of summer sun-., 

And cling to shadows ui the wilderness , 

Why are yc sad ? Why frown ye at the feist. 
Ye who have eyes to see and bps to press ? 


IX. 

Why, for a wisdom that ye will not prove, 

A joy that crushes and a love that stints, 

A freak, a frenzy m a fated groove, 

A thing of nothing botn of less than nought — 
Why in your beaus do ye desire these things, 
Ye who abhor the joys that ye have sought ' k 


x. 

See, see ! I weep, but I can jest at times ; 

Yea, I can dance and toss my tears away. 

The sighs I breathe ate fragrant as the rhymes 
Of men and maids whose hearts are overthrown. 

I am the god for whom all maidens pray, 

But none shall have me for herself alone* 

XI. 

No; I have love enough, hen* where 1 't rnd. 
To marry fifty maids m their degree ; 

Aye, fifty times five thousand m a hand. 

And every bride tin* proxy of a score. 

Want yc a mate for millions? I am he. 

Glory is mine, and glee lime evermore. 
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A NT EROS. 


xu. 

O mr:i ! O masters ! O yc kings of grief I tfj 
Yc who control the worn but not the grave, 
What have yc clone In make delight so brief, 

Ve who have spurn’d the minstiel and the lyre ? 

I will not s,iy : “He patient.'’ Ye arc brave # 
And yc shall guess the pangs of my desire. 

Xlfl- 

There shall be ti \itors in the court of love. 

And tears and toitures aiul the bliss of pain. 
The mauls of men ‘.hall m t-k the gods above. 

And drink the nectar of tin* golden lake. 

Kicssfrl are dicy for whom the noils are fain ; 
They shall be glad for love's and pity's sake. 

XIV. 

They shall be taught the the 'Wrens know, 

The wave's lament, the west wind’s psalmist ry, 
The secrets of the south and of the snow, 

The wherewithal oi day, and death, and night. 

O men 1 O maidens 1 pray no prayer for me, 
But sing to me the songs of my delight. 


XV. 

Ay p, sing to me the songs I love to hear. 

And let the sound thereof ascend to heaven. 
And let tlv j singers, with a voice of cheer, 
Annoum c my name to all the ends of earth ; 

And Jet my servants, seventy times and seven, 
Re-ehuut the raptures of my Samian mirth 1 
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> ■ ^ t xvi. 

I Jet joy prevail, and Frenzy, like a flame. 

Seize all the souk of men for sake oi me. 

For X will have Contention put to shame, 

Ami all the hearts of all things comforted. 

There are no laws but mine on land and sea, 

'And men shall crown me when then kings arc dead 

THE WAKING OF THE LARK. 

1 . 

O BONN ik bird, that in the ’>* d.c, exultant, do.t prepare 
thee — 

As poets do whoso thoughts aie true, for wings that will 
upbear thee — 

Oh ! tell me, tell me, bonnie bird. 

Canst thou not pipe of hope deferred ? 

Or Canst thou sing of naught but Spring among the golden 
meadows ? 

11- 

Mcthinks a bard (and thou art one) should suit his song 
to sorrow, 

And tell of pain, as well as gam, that waits us on iht 
morrow j 

But thou art not a prophet, thou, 

If naught but joy can touch thee now; 

If, in thy heart, thou hast no vow that speaks of Nature’s 
anguish. 

nr. 

Oh 1 I have held my sorrows dear, and felt, tho* poor 
and slighted, 

The bongs we love arc those we boar when love is wire- 
quitodU 
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But thou, art still the slave of dawn, ^ 

Ami canst not sing till night be gone, # 

Till o’ei the pathway of the fawn the sunbeams shine and 
quiver. 


IV. 

T'lu hi ,ut I he minion oi the sun that rises in his splewSour* 
And cand tint .spate for Ihau lair the songs that should 
attend her. 

The moon, so sad and sdver»p.ilc. 

Is mistress ol the nightingale ; 

And thou wilt ship on hiil and due no ditties In the 
daikness. 


hor (duecn and King thou wilt not .spare one note of thine 
outpouring ; 

Thou art as free a.* bicczes be on Natute*s velvet 
flooring. 

Tire daisy, with its hood undone, 

'l 'ho grr.-, the sun tipi it, and the run — 

J hose are the joys, thou holy one, that pay thee for thy 
m aging. 


VI. 

Oh, hush I Oh, hush ! how wild a gush D f rapture in the 
distance, — 

A roll of rhymes, a toll of chimes, a cry for love’s assist’ 
ance ; 

A sound that wells from happy throats, 

A flood of song where beauty floats, 

And where oui thoughts, like golden boats, do seem to 
crai»s d nver. 



A BALLAD OF KISSES. 


10*; 


VII. 

Thuifc the ndvrnt of the laik— Ihepmst hi giay appaiel — 
Who doth prepare to trill in an Ins sinless Sunmier 
carol ; 

^ This is the podmle to (he lay 

The birds dul sing in * aval's day, 

AM will again, for aye and aye, 1:1 praise of Gnu Is 
creation. 


vm. 

O dainty thing, on woudci’s wing, l>y lift* m-i Invt 
elated, 

Ohl sing aloud from cloud to cloud, till day be conse- 
crated ; 

Till from the gate a ays of the muni, 

The sun, with all ln> light unshmn, 

His robes of d.uhm.»s louud lum tom, doth '>c dc the lofty 
heavens 1 


vt . 


A DALI. AD OF KISSES. 


I. 

There are three kisses that I call to mind, 
And 1 will sing their secrets as 1 go. 

The first* a kiss too comtcuus to be kind, 

Was such a kiss as monks and maidens know 
sharp as frost, as blameless as the snow. 
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11. 

The second kiss, ah God ! J feel it yet. 

And evermore my soul will loathe the same. 

The toys and joys of fate 1 may forget, 

r.ut not the touch of that divided shame i 
It clove my bps ; it burnt me like a flame, 

ni. ? 

The third, the final ki*s, is one I use 

Morning and noon and night ; and not amisK* 

Sonow be mine if such 1 do refuse 1 

And when I die, be love, enrapt in bliss. 

Re sanctified in Ileaven by such a kiss. 

# 

MARV ARDEN. 


i. 

O thou to whom, athwart the perish’d day; 

And parted nights, lung sped, wc lift our gaze, 

Behold ! I greet thee with a modern rhyme, 

Lovedit and reverent as befits the time, 

To solemnize the feast-day of thy son. 

ir. 

And who was he who flourish’d in the smiles 
Of thy fair face ? 'Tw.is Shakespeare of the Isles, 
Shakespeare of England, whom the world has known 
As thine, and ours, and Glory’s, in the zone 
Of all the seas and all the lands of earth. 



MARY ARDEN. 


in. 

J-fe was un- famous when he came to thee, 

But sound, and sweet, and good for eyes to see. 
And born at Stratford, on St. George's Day, 

A week before the wondrous month of May ; 
And God therein was gracious to us all. 


He lov’d tliee, Lady I and he lov’d the world ; 
And, like a flag, his fealty was unfurl'd ; 

And Kings who floui idled ere iliy son was bom 
Shall live through him, flora mom to furthest morn 
In all the far-off cycles yet to come. 


lie gave us Falstaff, and a hundred quips, 

A hundred mottoes from immortal bps ; 

And, year by year, we smile to keep away 
The generous tears that mind us oi the sway 
Of lus great singing, and the pomp theieof. 


vr. 

His was the ncclar of the gods of Greece, 

The lute of Oiphcus, and the Golden Fleece 
Of grand endeavour ; and the thunder-roll 
Of words majestic, which, from pole to pole. 
Have borne the tidings of our linghsh tongue. 
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va. 

He gave us Ilamlet ; and he taught us mom * 
Than schools have taught us ; and his fairy lore 
Was h. night with science ; and he called from death 
\d rona’s Loxcts, with the Imrnint; breath 

Of their great passion that lias filled the spheres* 


VIH. 

lie. made us know Cordelia, and the man 
Who immltrM sleep, and baleful Caliban ; 
Arid, one by one, atbv-art th** j;loom appeal d 
Maidens and men and myth> who weie levered 
In olden days, before the eaith was sad. 


IX. 

A^r \ Ibis is tine It was ordamM so ; 

1 b' w is t hi ne own, three hundred years ago ; 
hm ours to-day ; and ours till earth be red 
With doom-day splendour for the quick .md deadly 
And days and nights are scattered like the leaves. 


X. 

If was for this he lived, for this he died : 

To raise to Heaven the face that never lied. 

To lean to earth the lips that should become 
Fraught with conviction when the mouth was dumb) 
And all the firm, line body turn’d to clay. 



MARY ARDEN 


log 


xi. 

He lived to seal, and sanctify the lives 
Of perish'd maids, and uncie.acd wmes, 

Ana gave them cich a space wherein to dwell ; 
And fur his mother’s sake he lovnl them well. 
And made them types, undying, *,f all truth. 


XII. 

O fair and fond young mother of the boy 
Who wrought all Ihi? — O Mary I - 111 thy joy 
Dtd'st thou perceive, when, fitful from his test, 
lie turn'd to thee, that lie* would be the best 
Of men's chanting since the world began <* 


xni. 

Durst thou, O Mary J with the eye of trier 
iVtceive, prophet ir, through the dark and dust 
Of things tem ne, the gloiy of thy son, 

And all the pride there m that should he won 
by toilsome men, content to be his slaves t 


XIV, 

Did’st them, good mother ! in the* tender ways 
,That women find to fill the fleeting days, 

Behold afar the Giant who should rise 
With foot on earth, and lorehead in the skies, 
ftf write his name, and thine, among the stars ? 
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xv. 

X km to think it ; and, in dreams at night 
I see thee stand, erect, and all in white, 
sVilh hands out yearning to that mighty form, 
A& it t * i di\w him hur\ from out the storm, — 
A child Msdn, and f, ime n> nur a wnhah 


XVI, 

T se<* thee, pale and pure, with flowing hair. 
And big, bright eyes hit -m arching in the air 
For thy swat balw , md, m a trice oi time, 

1 tec the child advance to thee, and climb, 
And call thee u Mother ! ” in ecstatic tones- 


XVII. 

Yet, if my thought be vain— if, by a touch 
Of this weak hand, I va\ thee overmuch— 
Fotberr the blame, sweet Spirit ! and endow 
My heart with fervour while *•» thee I bow 
Athwart the threshold of my fading dream. 


xvin. 

For, though secming-bohl in this my song, 

I turn to thro with reverence, in the throng 
Of words »nd thoughts, dtepherds scann’d, afar, 
The turned effulgenc". of that eastern star 

Wludi usher'd in the Ci own’d Oat; oi the tic&M&s 



SAC HAL. 


in 


xrrc 

*In d rearm of rapture i have scon ihe** pa vs 
Alon^ the hanks of Avon, by the grass, 

As fair as fh.tr fair Juliet whom thy son 
Endow'd with hit*, but w»th the look of one 

Who knows me nearest way to vnuc new giave. 

XX. 

And often, too, I’ve seen Out h* the flush . 

Of thy hill beauty, while the mother’s 11 flush 
Hung on thy lip. and all thy tangled ban 
Re-clothed a bosom that m p.i r t was ’fare 
Brc.\us»’ a tmy hand 1ml loyM then with I 

x\i. 

Oh 1 by the June tide splendour of thy fare 
When, eight weeks old, the child inti mo rmbt 
Did leap and laugh, O Maiy 1 by the ’.am . 

I how to thee, subservient to 'Ivy time, 

Anti call thee England's Pntli for < v> tin n>' ! 



SAC 1 I \h, 

A WAIK OK HATTI V 


Z.o ! at my feet, 

A somethin'.', p'dt* of hue ; 

A something s.nl to view ; 

Dead or alive I dare not t all it ,w«*ot 



It? 


SACRAL. 


ii- 

Not whuv as snow ; 

Not tiansient :io a tear I 
A warrior left U hero, 

It was his passport ere he met the for*. 


Here is a name. 

A wool upon the InwYk ; 

1/ yt but kneel to look* 

Wll hud Liters “ Sarin l ” on the same. 


IV. 

T fis Land to cherish. 

He died at twenty-seven. 

There are no wars in lie wen, 

But when he fought ho j»ainM the rndil to perish. 


v. 

Where was he bom ? 

In Fran re, at Puy 1c Dome. 

A wanderer from his home, 

He found a Fatherland beyond the mom* 

vj. 

'7’ was Fram e\ plan \ 

The cause he did not ask. 

Ihs Jih* was but u mrwk. 

And he upraised u, martys'd at Sedan ; 



& 'ACHAT- 


it'i 


vi i. 

And prone in death, 

Beyond the name of France, 

Bevond his hero-ghme* , — 

He thought, belike, of her who gave him breath, 

v m. 

O thou dead son I 
O S achat t fat away. 

But not forgot to-day, 

X had a mother too, but now have now 

IX. 

Our hopes arc brave. 

Our faiths arc braver still. 

The soul shall no man kill ; 

For God will find us, ea *h one in his grave. 


X, 

A land more vast 
Than Ku rope’s kingdoms arc, — 

A brighter, nobler s"ir 
Than victory's ft,aiful light, — is thine at last 


XI. 

And should ’st thou meet 
Yon German:, up on high, -- 
$ Thy fo«-s when deiih was nigh, — 

Nor thou nor they wdi sound the soul’s retreat. 



SAC HAL.. 
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xu. 

T'ot all are ju ~t, 

Yct, all arc patiiots there. 

Arid thou, O Fils do Fierro 1 
Hast found frhy maish.il’s baton m the dust, 

XIII. 

Oh, fate well, ftiend ; 

ATy friend, albeit unknown. 

Save in thy death .*h>n*\ 

Oh, faro t her wd 1 Mil mu .i'irl sorrow en<l. 


XIV. 

In realms of joy * 

We’ll meet ; ay* , **v< ry one ; 

Mother ami mm: out mui, - 
Arul my pooi mot hi r, loo. will el um her hoy, 

XV. 

I )t a I h loads to Ood. 

Thath is the Sword of Kafr, 
l»«ath is tire fJolden flair 
That ojkiis up to glory, through thesrxj, 

XVI. 

Arul thou tliat roid, 

O Sarha! I thou host found $ 

A king is not so 1 rownM 
As film* art , soldier 1 in thy hirst abode. 



THE LAD V OF THE HA V. 


rrs 


XVII. 

Deathless in <i'-ath. 

Exalted, not destroy’d, 

Thou Ail in Heaven employ'd 
To swell the s>ongs nf angels with thy breath 



THE LADV OF THE M A Y. 


i. 

O static that fade in amber skies 
Because ye dread the light of d iy, 

O moon so lonely and so wise. 

Look down, ami love my Love.ilway; 
Salute the Lady of the May. 


II. 

O laik that sourest in the light 
To hail thy lord m his array, 

Took down ; be just ; and sing aright 
A lover claims thy song tn-d »y 
To greet his Lady of the M iy 

Hi. 

"O lady I lady 1 ” sings the lark, 

<# Thy lover’s liest I do ®bey ; 

For thou art splendid after dark. 

And where thou sindest, there is day ; 
And thou’rt the Lady of the May. 

— lo — 
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THE EADV OF THE MAW 


rv. 

The rdgl it inhale's a inend of mine* 
And yesternight she flew my way, 
‘AwiiU*, she cru'il, 4 at morning 
And sing tot nn thy hlythost lay 
To gicct the J ady of the May.’ 


" s And Ml her, toll her, gentle one, 

Wmlr thou attun’d liny morning lay. 
'] hrit 1 will sing al st t til Min 

Another soii>* fur thy swot l fay, 
site’s L.< I) of the May.' 


VI. 

' And, Jo 1 come,” the lark irx air, 

Self- pois'd and free, did reera to say, 
‘ * I come to greet thy lady's hair 
And < all it-> li *nm . tin light of day 
Which rlecks thy Lady of the May,"' 


vn. 

Oh, thank thee*, l>ird tint singest well 1 ” 
For all thou sav’sl and r -t ill would'st fyty 
And f<»« tiie thoughts which Philomel 
Intends to trill, m roundelay, 

To greet my Lady of the May- 
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virr. 

We two (my Love and I ) are one. 
And so shall he, for rvv ami aye. 
Go, take my homier to the ,ui\ 

And bid him :.hn.<_ best to-. I ly. 
To ciown my Lady of tie M »v J 


sc:* 

w 

AN ODK TO FA'dblSHMI 

i 

t WHO have sung of love and lady bright 
And mirth and ramie and the world’s d< light. 
Behold J to-day, 1 >ound a sterner note 
To move the minds ot foemen when they fight 


tl. 

Have I not said : There is no sweeter thing. 
And none diviner than the vu , »Mmt;-rin ,r ? 

And, all intent to make my meaning plain. 
Have I not kiss'd the lip*, of Love, the Kim; . 


ill. 

Yea, this is so. But lo ! <0 day there comes 
The far-off sound of trumpets and of drums; 
1 And I must parley with the men of toil 
Who rise in ranks exultant from the slums. 
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nr. 

T mint arraign each m.sn - yea, all the host ; 

And c^fli true soul ooll learn the Je ust and most 
* >f all in wrong ..--if wrongs indeed they he; ; 
And he shall t<u e tin llag that gnaids the coast. 


V. 

He shall salute it S lie shall find therein 
S live f.ir his wounds anti sol net for his sin. 

1 t f *< her a >iil guide is hr ,vh«i loses hit Laml ; 
Hut 1 m* i> kinle^. who dcmca his kin. 


VI. 

n is he a heart to feci, a knee to bend. 

And will not tnist hn country to the end? 

If this be °o„ God hr*!p him to a tear ! 
lie shdl he foiled, teeman rind as friend. 

VII. 

Hears hea .vwoid ? I care not He is base ; 
I'nhl to v/ield it, and of meatier place 
Tlnn tongue can tell of, m the Senate House; 
And he shall find no b.drn for his disgrace* 


VIII. 

O men 1 I charge ve, in the name of Him 
Who rules the world, and guards the cherubim, 

I cliarr/* y\ pause, ere from the lighted track 
Ve turn, distraught, to pathways that are dim* 



ZULALUl . 


llfj 


ix. 

Who gave your fathers, ami your fathers' sons 
Tife rights ye claim, amid the roar ol guns, 

And hnid the fhidi thereof U*nu sea to sea «* 
Your country 1 through her lov'd, her chosen one 


Oh, yti are dastard > ll >e i<it a h ird. 

Dastards and fools, if, loveless in a i and, 

Ye touch in wrath the bulnui* of the leahn 
Ye shall he baulk'd, and Chivalry shall stand. 

XI, 

I have a sword, 3 also, and 1 swear 
By my heart’s faith, and by my Lady’s hah. 
That I will strike the iusi of ye that moves, 
Jf by a sign ye wrong the llag ye bear. 


tn Freedom’s name, in hei’s to whom we bow, 
Io her great name, 1 charge ye, palter now 
With no tradueir of yout commy’s cause. 
Accurst of God is ho who breaks his vow 1 

ZULAL1E. 

I am the sprite 
That reigns at night. 

My body is tnir for man’s ckhght . 

I kap and laugh 
As the wine I quad. 

And I am the queen of Astiofcllu. 
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ZULAL1E . 


ir. 

T curse and ‘-wear 
in my demon-lair ; 

1 shake wild sunbeam^ out of my hair. 
I madden the old, 

1 gladden the hold, 

And I am the queen of AsttofoJle. 


CM thui chy aid stone 
i have made my throne ? 

My locks are looped with a dead mari’btionft. 
Mine tyt.v are red 
With the tears I shed, 

And I am ibe queen of Astrofelle. 

IV. 

In cities and camps 
I have bghted my lanqjs, 
lily losses aie caught by kings and Liamps. 
With rant and revel 
My hair I dishevel. 

And 1 am the queen of Astrofelle. 


My kisses aie stains. 

Mine aims are chains, 

My foie brad is fair and false like Cain’s. 
My gain is loss, 

Mine honour i& dross, — 

A ud 1 am the queen of Astrofelle ! 
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BEETHOVEN AT THE PIANO. 


Skr whoie IVeihoven sits alone — a Tram ul da) 
clysian, 

A crownless kmgujnm a thiunc, u tlccUd in a vision - 

The man who strike* the potent vh >:ds win !i make the 
woiM, in wood li, 

Acknowledge him, tin ugh poor and diui, the mouth 
piece of the thunder. 


lie feels the muue of the skies the while In* luait is 
breaking ; 

lie sings the sungj of Paradis, wlieie love has no 
forsaking ; 

And, though so deaf he -umoi hear the tempest as a 
token, 

He makes the music of his mind the grainiest ewer 
spoken. 


JTT, 

He doth not hear the whbpeted word of love m hi® 
seclusion. 

Or voice of friend* or song of bird, in Nairn e’s sad 
confusion; 

But he hath made, for Love's sweet sake, so wild a 
declamation 

That altHme lovers of the earth have claim’d him of 
their nation. 
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IV. 

lie ha»l a Juliet in his youth, Romeo had before' him, 
And, Romeo-like, he sought to die that she might then 
adore liim ; 

But she was weak, as women aie whose faith has not been 
prov«n, 

And would not change her name for his — Guiciaidi for 
Beethoven. 


v. 

O minstrel, whom a maiden spurned, but whom a world 
has treasured 1 

O sovereign of a grander lealm than man lias ever 
measuied I 

Thou hast not lost the lips of love, but thou hast gaiuM, 
in gloiy, 

The love of all who know the thiall of tlune immortal 
story. 


vr. 

Thou ait the bard whom none discard, but whom all men 
di -♦cover 

To be a god, as Oipheus wa ', albeit a lonely lover ; 

A kmg to call the stones to life beside the roaring 
ocean, 

And hid the stars discourse to trees in words of man’s 
emotion. 


vti, * 

A king of joys, a prince of tears, an emperor of the 
seasons. 

Whose songs are hk« the sway of years in Love’s 
immoital reasons; 
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A bard who knows no life bu ( thus : to love and he* 
rejected. 

And reproduce m caithly sUauu the player > of tin 
elected. 


VIII. 

O poet heart I O seraph *oiil) by mai and in mis 
adored I 

0 Titan with the lion’s nunc, and with the splcnuni 
■ forehead 1 

We men who bow to thee m giicl must tumble in our 
gladness, 

To know what tears were Unin.il to pe.nlb to uown thie 
:it in thy sadness. 


IX. 

An Angel by direct descent, a German by alliance. 

Thou didst intone the worn! ei-cho ids which made Desp.ut 
a science. 

Yea, thou didst strike so guiul a note that, in its Luge 
vibration, 

It seemed the tearing of the sea 111 naiuie’s jubilation. 


x. 

O Site of Song I Sonata* King ! Sublime and loving 

master ; 

The sweetest soul that ever struck an octave m disaster ; 

In thee were found the tires of thought -the splendours 
of endeavour, — 

And thou fchalt sway the mind* of men for ever *md for 
ever It 
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A RHAPSODY Ol< DEATH. 

i. 

That phantoms (air, with radiant hair, 

May -*e>-k at midn.yht hom 
'Die sous of men, beh*v\l ay mu 
And ,ovc tin ni holy power , 

rii.it soul > survive the moilai li.vt, and sinless come 
and yo, 

Is tiue as death, the prophet oaith ; and God will have 
it so. 


For who be ye who doubt and piatc? 

O sayes I make it clear 
It ye be more than nu n o 1 fate. 

Or less than men of iheer ; 

If ye be h .s than bud or bea t ? O brothers ! make it 
plant 

If ye be bankrupts at a feast, or sluueis in a yam. 
rri. 

You say there is no iuture state ; i • " 

The clue ye fail to find. , * 

1 he flesh is here, and bones appear * 

When graves are undnmined. F - 

liut of the soul, in time of dole, what answer c&tf ye 
frame — 

Ye who have heard no spirit-word to guide ye to the 
same ? % 
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rv. 

Ah I facts are good, and reason’'- good, 

But fancy’s, stronger Ur ; 

In weal or woe we only know 7 
We know not what we are. 

The sunset seems a raging me, the clouds roll back, 
afraid ; 

The rainbow seem- a broken lyre on which the sluim 
has play'd. 


But these, ye urge, are outward signs. 

Such signs arc not for you. 

The sight’s deceiv’d and truth bei cav’d 
By diamonds of the dew. 

The sage’s mind is more refined, liis rapture more 
complete t 

He almost knows the little rose that blossoms at his 
feet ! 


The sage can kill a thousand things, 

And tell the names of all ; 

And wrench away the wearied wings 
Of eagles when they fall ; 

And calmly trace the lily s grace, or fell the strongest 
tree, 

And almost feel, if not reveal, the secrets of the sea. 

VII. 

But can he set, by day or night, 

" ' The clock-work of the skies ? 

Or bring the dead man back to sight 
With soul-invested eyes ? 



A Kir A P SOP Y OF DfytYH \ 
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Can he down be the way., of life, the wondrous ways of 
death* 

Ami whence it iansp, and wind tin- flame that feeds the 
vital breath ? 


VIII. 

Jt he could do such deeds as these, 

He might, though poor anil low, 

Kxphin tli*- cause of N.Uuie’.s laws, 

Which none lull eve* know ; 

He im^ht icsall the vanish’d years by lifting of his 
hand. 

And bid the wind go noith or south to prove what he has 
plann ’d. 


Tut Ood b just. life burden-, not 
'I he shoulders of the sage ; 

He pities him whose light is’ dim ; 

He turns no second page. 

There are two pages to the book We men have read 
the one ; 

Tlu. other needs a spirit dook* in lamb beyond the sun. 


X. 

The other needs a poet’s eye, 

Like that of Milton blind ; 

The light of Kaith which cannot die, 

'I h.tugli doubts perplex the mind ; 

The eyesight of a little child ; a martyr’s eye in dole, 
Which sees afar the golden star that shams upon the soul t 
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PRAYER FOR LIGHT \ 

A PRAYKR FOR MCUT. 


i. 

On, give me light, to-day, or Irl me die, — 
The light of love, (ho lov* light o< too shy.-- 
That I, ai length, may sop my d.ulmeV. hr * 
One k\ mule's ->pn< e 


TL 

Jluve I not wept to know my^ell ^o weak 
That T ran f< < 1, n«*t m e- the dimpled flitrlf, 
The lips *he ryes, tin e whriue th d mdold 
I M locks ot roKi ? 


nr. 

Have I not r.worn that 1 will not be wed, 

F*ut mate my soul v, ith hots un my death-bed ? 
The soul can sec, — for soul* tie s» rnphuu, — 

W iK*it eyes are dim. 


i\ 

Oh, hush 1 she comes 1 Know her. She is nedi 
She brings me death, true heart, and l mil die 
She brings me love, foi love and life .ir »• one 
lWyond tin* sun. 


This is the measure 1 , Ibis, of all my joys : 

Life is a curse and Ih nth’s a counterpoise. 
Give me thy hand, O sweet one, let me know 
' Winch path 1 go. 
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MIRAGE . 


VI. 

I cannot die if thou he not a -near, 

To lead mu* on to Lifr’s appointed sphere, 

O spirit-fare, O angel, with thy breath 

Kiss mt to death ! 

pa 


MJRAiiK. 

T. 

*Tis a legend of a lover, 

"Th a ballad to he sun*;, 

Tn 1 lie gloaming, — under cover, — 

Ily a minstrel who is young ; 

1 ?y a singer who lias passion, and who sways us with his 
tongue. 

n 

I, who know it, think upon it. 

Not unhappy, tho’ in tears, 

And I gather m a sonnet 
All the glory of the yeais ; 

And I ki'.s and clasp a shadow when the substaftce 
disappt iiis 

III. 

All I J see her as she faced me, 

In the sinless summer days, 

When her little hands embraced me, 

And 1 saddened at her g'i/e, 

1 funking. Sweet One 1 wdi she love me when we walk in 
other ways ? 
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iv. 

Will she chug to me as kindly 
\\ lien the v'luhiish faith is lost 1 ' 

Will she [*nv f<u me as blindly, 

Or bat weigh t hr wish and cost, 
boohing luck o 1 our lost 1 'ah 11 (tom the girlhood l he lu<- 
cross’d ? 


v 

Oh ! 1 swear by all I honour, 

Hy the graves that I endow, 

3>y llie grace 1 set upon her, 

That j nm ml the early vow, — ■ 

Meant it much as men and women ituau the c ame thing 
spoken now. 


VI. 

,I3ut her maiden troth is broken. 

And her mind is ill at ease, 

And she sends me back no token 
From her home beyond the seas ; 

And T know, though nought is spoken, that she thanks me 
cm her knees. 


VII. 

Yes, for pardon freely granted ; 

For she wrong’d nu% understand. 

And my life is du.enrh mted, 

As I wander through the land 
With the soi rows ot dark niomiw- tli.it await me in 
a band, 



MIRAGE 
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vm. 

ITcrs was sweeiest t »f sweet fac'K, 

1 1 ers the* trndeiest eves of all 1 
In lit r hair she had the traces 
Of a heavt nly coional, 

ttnngmg mi nsh’.ne to sail pKu.cs vlit ie the sunlight could 
not 1 til 


IX. 

She wr.s fairer than a vision ; 

IaO a vision, too, has flown. 

1 who thrlu- 1 at tier clr-ci*- ion, 

1.0 ] I large, h hi sc aloiv* ; 

And T tremM" v\h«*n i b*U you that rny anger was mine 

OV'P. ' 


X. 

Not for her, sweet sainted creatine 1 
Could i curse hej to her fare ? 

Could f look on form and feahne, 

And deny flu inner grace ? 

I ike a 111 tie wix Madonna die wa^ holy in the place* 


And r told her, in mad fashion, 

* I’h.it 1 loved her, — would incline 
All my life to this one passion. 

And would kneel as at a shrine ; 

Ami would love h. r late and turly, and would teach he? 
to be mine. 



A MOTHERS NAME . 
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xn. 

Now in dreams aUuv* i meet her 
With my lowly human jvt.mnc * 

She is sweeter and compktei. 

And she \ miles on me rdw?tys ; 

But T dare not rise and greet her as I did in early tiny* . 


A MOTHERS NAME, 


I LOVE the sound ! The sweetest under Heaven, 
That name of mother, — and the proud** 1, too 
As babes we breathe it, and with seven *’mes sewn 
Of youthful prayers, an 1 blovings that accrue. 
We still repeat the word, with tender sloven. 

Dearest of friends I dear mother J wlr.it we do 
This aide the grave, in pun'.y of aim, 

Is glorified at last by thy good name. 



< u. 

But how forlorn the word, how* full of woe, 

When she who bears it bt*s beneath 1h<’ clod. 

In min the orphan child would call hmr so,*— 

She comes not back : her place is up with ( !od. 

The wintry winds are wailing o’er Ihc 'now ; 

The flowers are dead that once did grace the sod. 
Ah, lose not heart 1 Some flowers may lade m gloom, 
But Hope’s* a plant grows brightest on the tomb ! 

IX 
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A SONG OF SERVITUDE, 


Tins is a song of seifs that I have made, 

A song ot sympathy for grief and joy : — 
'tlie old, the young, the lov’d and the betrayed. 
Ail, all must serve, for all must be obeyed. 


IT. 

'.There are no t3o^ints but the serving ones, 
There are no servants but the ruling men. 
'[be Captain conqiit is with hi - aripv >l * 

1 hit he himself conquered by hi.s 


ilf. 

Wliat is a parent but a daughter’s slave, 

A son’s retainer when the lad is ill? 

The gic.it Creator loves the good and brave, 
And makes a flower the spokesman of a grave. 


iv. 

The son is seivnnt in lb^ father’s halls, 

The daughter is her mother’s maid-. f ~w^ <k. 
The welkin wonders when the ocean calls, 
And earth accepts the raindrop when it falls. 
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v. 

There an no lips ” in lift , there are no f ‘ downs,” 
For “ high ( d ‘Mow >T are words of hlce degiee ; 
Tie who F light of heart when Fortune frowns. 

He is a king though nameless in the towns, 

VI. 

None k so lofty as the stge who r -»ys. 

None so unhigli as lie who will not kneel 
The breeze is servant to the summer day^, 

And he is bowed-to most who most obeys. 

vn. 

These are the maxims tli.it I take to heart, 

Ho thou accept them, uii-ii i, for thine uwn ; 
l,jve welt thy work ; be truthful in the mail, 

And foes will pi aise Hue when thy fnend> depart 


V 171, 

None shall upbraid thee then for tliine estate, 

Or show thee meaner than thou art in truth. 

Make friends with death ; and God who i 'o great, 
He will assist thee tu a nobler fate. 


3 X. 

None are unfit to serve u 'U their knees 

TF .ants of prayer, unseen but quick to hoar 
T1 i .wers are servants to the pilgrim bees, 

Ai wintry winds are tyrants of the trees. 
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A SONG OF SERVITUDES 

\ 


All tilings are goou. ; all things tniur a debt, 
And all must pay the same, or soon or late 
Tlie sun will rise betimes but he must set ; 
And Man must seek the laws he would forget* 


V). 

There are n«» mockeries in the univ^rv , 

No false accounts, n » err- that will thrive 
The work we do, The goml things we rehearse, 
Are boons of Nature h.i uty named h curse. 


x n. 

(t Give us our d.rly bread . * tb<‘ HjMroti pray, 

And mothers plead fo* th'm v v,l e Jjtr. thev speak, 
Ihifc Give us work, O t»<v 7 ! *' we men ’-hmild jay, 
r i hat we may gam ’>ur breid from day to day. 


Yll|. 

'Tis not alone the t rown t l at makes the king ; 

"I ‘ts st rvice dojy% ’ti? duty to his kind. 

The lark that soars so high is quick to sing, 
And proud to yield allegiance to the spring. 

XIV. 

And we who servo ourselves, whatever befall 
Athwart the dangers ot the day 'if behests. 
Oh, let's not shirk, at joy or sorrow’s calJ, 

The service due <o God who serves us all 3 



SYIJL'IA IN THE WEST . 
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SYLVIA IN THE WEST. 


i. 

What shall be clone "* T ran not pi ay ; 

And none shall kuon the pang . t i<_el. 
If prayets alter night to day, - 
Or black t«, white, I ought appeal } 

I might attempt to w*ay rhy heart. 

And prove it mine, oi ckuu* a pa»t. 


,4 might attempt *0 urge 1 00 thee 
' At least the chance of some redress: — 
An hour’s icvohi a rnouu nt\ ph a, — 

A wile to mate my sonows la». 

' I might indeed be taught hi turn* 

To blush for hope, as fui a uunc I 

HI. 

Bttt thou ait stone, though soft and fleet, - 
A Statue, not a maiden, thou t 
A man may hear thy bosom b^ at 

When thou bar.t sworn some idle vow. 
But not for love, no ! not for this ; 

Tor thou wilt sell thy bridal kiss. 


' I mean, thy friends will sell thy love, 

.. As loves are bold in England, here, 

A man will buy my golden dove, — 

I doubt hell find his bargain dear ! 
HeUl lose the wmti ; he’ll buy the bowl, 
The m, the limbs, but not the souk 
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v. 

So, take thy mate and all his wealth, 

And all the joys that wait on fame. 

Thou 'It weep, — poor martyr'd one 1 — by stealth, 
And think of me, and shriek my name ; 

Yes, in his arms I And wake, too late, 

To coax and kins the man you hate. 


Vi. 

liy slow decrees, from year fo year, 

From week to week, from night to night, 
hie will lie taught how dark and drear 
Is barter'd Jove, — how sad to sight 
A perjured face ! lie will be driven 
To compose Hell, — and dream of I lea vent. 

VII. 

But stand at Cod’s high altar there, 

With saints around thee tall and sweet, 
I'll match thy pride with my despair, 

And drag thee down from glory’s seat* 
Yea, thou sink kneel I Thy head shall bow 
As mine is bent in anguish now. 

VIII. 

What I for thy sake have I forsworn 
My just ambition, — all my joy, 

And all my hope from mom to mom. 

That seem’d a pri?e without alloy ? 

Have I done this ? 1 have ; and see ! 

I weep wild tears for thine and thee* 
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SYLVIA IN THE WEST , 

# 


IX. 

But I can school my soul to strength, 

And we^p and wail as children do ; 

Be hard as stone, yet melt at length, 

And curb my pride as thou c.iu’st, loo ! 
But I have fmlb, and tluni hast none ; 
And I have joy, but thuie is done. 

x. 

No marriage-bells i No songs, you say? 
v No flowers to grace om bridal mom ? 
No wine? No kiss ? No wedding-day ? 

I care not ! O.iths are all forsworn ; 
And, when I clasp'd thy hand so white, 

1 meant to curse thee, girl, to-night. 


3CI„ 

, And so I shall, — Oh 1 doubt not that 

At stroke of twelve I’ll curse thee iwice. 
When screams the owl, when swoops the bat, 
' "When ghosts are out I’ll curse thee thrice. 
And thou shall hear I — Aye, by my troth, 
On® song will suit the souls of both. 

**' ' ' ' XH ' 

; I curse thy face ; I cuisc thy hair ; 

I curse thy lips that smile so well. 

Thy life, thy love, and my despair. 

My loveless couch, thy wedding-bell ; 

My soul and thine ! — Ah, see I though black, 
1 taKe one half my curses back. 
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XIII. 

For thou and T were form’d for hate. 

For Iov*\ for scorn ; no mailer what. 

I am thy beie and thou iny Fate, 

And fire and flood shah harm 11 s not 
Thou shall he kill'd .uni bid from ken, 

And bends will siir; tn> t cijiuem then. 

XIV. 

Yet tlnnk not Death uill seive thjr stead ; 

I'll hnd thy giave, though wall d in stone. 
I'll move th> mould to nuke my bed, 

And he with tlie<* long boms alone ; — - 
Fong, lifeless liouid 1 All God, Low. free) 

I low pale, how cold, thy Ups will be i 


XV. 

I ’ut graven me cells of truth and love, 

And men may talk no treason there. 

A coipse wAI va i .u no wedding-glove, 

A ghost will make no sign m air. 

»3ui ghosts fail piay? \V<11, let them kneel 
r i iiey, too, must loathe the love they feel. 


XVI. 

Ah me 1 to sleep and >et to wake, 

To Jive so long, and yet to die * 
r l o sing sad song.^ for Sylvia’s sake, 

And yet uo i>t at e to gain thereby ! 
What hive 1 done? What left unsaid? 
.Nay, I will count my tears instead. 
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SYLVIA IN THE WEST 

$ 


XVII. 

Here is a woid oC wild de>igu. 

Here is a threat ; ’!uas meant to warn. 
Here is a fierce and hceznig liuo. 

As hot as hate, as vdd as scum 
Ah, friend ! forgive ; ioibeur m) ihynus. 
But pray Ioj me, bnat * oui I sometime*. 


Had I a cm>e to spju, to day, 

(Which I have mu) 3M use it now 
., I’d curse my hn.i to turn it j ' ay, 

I’d teach my luck tc bt;i<I and haw , 
I’d make myself so old and thm 
That 1 should seem t jo sad hi sin. 


And then weM mu-t, v •• ’ u - \ ,*t night , 

.■ And I should know wha! .amts have known. 
Thou wouM’st not tremble, era/, for flight, 

0$ shriek to meet nu* the re alone. 

I should not then i»~ S| mm-d for this. 

Or want a smile, or need a kiss. 


’ T should not then be fierce as hie, 

Or mad as sin, or sharp as knur : 

: My heart would throb with no uisir»\ 
FOr care would cool the flush of life 
>\nd I should love thee, spotless one, 
As, p%r lions love some holy nuu. 
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XXI. 

Ah, queen-like creature ! smile on me ; 

Be kind, be good ; I lov’d thee much. 

I thank thee, see 1 on bended knee. 

I seek salvation in thy touch. 

And when I sleep I watch thee come. 

And both are wild, and one is dumb. 

XXII. 

1 draw thee, ghost-like, to my heart j 
1 kiss thy lips and call thee mine. 

Of thy sweet soul I fotm a pait. 

And my poor *tiul is part of thine. 

Ah, kill me, kis, me, curse me, Thou I 
But let me be thy servant now, 

XXIII. 

What I did t curse thy golden hair? 

Well, then, the sun will set at noon ; 

The face that keeps the world so fair 
Is thine, not his ; he darkens soon. 

Thy smile awakes the bud of dawn, 

And day departs wlitn thou art gone. 

XXIV. 

Oh ! had 1 groves in some sweet star ' V ' * 1 

That shines in I leaven the whole' night throdghj^r 
A steed with wings, — a golden car,— 

A something wild and strange and tru£:— * **■ 

A fairy’s wand, — an angel’s crown,’— *' w /' 

I’d merge them all m thy renown. t , i , , ,, v ’ ,Vl ' 
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XXV. 

I'd give thee qween3 to wait on thee, 

And kings to kneel to thee in prayer, 

And seraph-boys by laud and sea 
To do thy bidding, — eailh and air 
To pay thee homage, — all the flowers, — 

And all the nymphs in all the bowers. 

xx ^ 

And this our love should List for aye, 
d And we should live these thousand years. 

We’d meet m Mars on Christinas Day, 

And make the tour of all the spheres. 

We’d do strange things f Sweet stars would shine, 
And Death would spare my love and thine. 

XXVII. 

Jftttt these are dreams ; and dreams are vain ; 

Mine most of all, — «o heed them not. 

Brave thoughts will die, though men complain, 

- And mine was bold 1 *Tis now forgot. 

Well ; let me bless thee, crc I sleep, 

And give thee all my joys to keep. 

' ,, xxvru. 

i btm the house where thou wast born, 

' 1 bless the hours of every night, 

And every hour from flush of morn 
■, Till death of day, for thy delight ; 

I bless the sunbeams as they shine,— 

So lllfce those golden locks of thine. 
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XXIX, 

I bless thy lips thy luTious eyes, 

Thy face, thy feet, tbv forehead fail. 
The light that slimes in summer skies — 
Iu garden walks wheu thou ait there,— 
Aral all tiie gia>s beneath th v feet. 

And all the songs thou .dngcM, Sweet V 


XXX. 

But blessing thus, — ah, woe*s the c lay I — 

I know what team 1 shall not shod, 

Wluu flowers will bloom, and, bright as they, 
Wluu bells Will ring when 1 am dead. 

Ah, kill rue, ki«s me, curse me, Thou I 
But let me be thy minstrel uow. 


Ik, 


ELEANOKE. 


The forest flowers are faded &U, - 1 i\, 

The winds complain, the snow-flakes fall. 
Is lean cue f 

1 turn to time, as to a bowei « 

Thou breiuhest beauty like a dower, ; 
Thou kindest hke a happy hour, 

Eleauore 1 



THE STATUE. 

i 


ii. 

I turn to time. 1 hies , af tr 
Thy name, which is my gimbng-star, 
Flcanote ! 

And yet, ah God 1 M» r» thou art her*; 

I faint, I hold my breath for fair. 

Art thou some phantom wandering nt ar, 
Eleanor* ? 


Oh, take me U> thy bn om fair 
Oh* cover roe with th> golden hail, 
Rleanoi* l 

There let me lie wht a J am dead, 

Those morning beams about ini* spread, 
The glory of thy face oVihcad, 

Rhsmorc ! 


THE STATUE 


I . 

; SEE where my lady •-lands, 
lifting her lustrous hands, 

1 Here let me bo iv. 

, Image of truth and grace I 
Maid with the angel-face 1 
tl J£arth was no dwelling-plac. 
* ' For such as thou* 


M3 
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*■ 


ii. 

Ah, thou unhappy stone. 

Make now thy sorrows known ^ 
Make known thy longing. 
Thou art the form of one 
"Whom I, w-ith hopes undone. 
Buried at set of sun, — 

All the friends thronging, 

hi. 

Thou art some Vision blight 
Tost out of i leaven at mglit. 
Far from thy race. 

Oft when the others dance. 
Come I, with wistful glance, 
Fearful lest thou, perchance. 
Leave the dark place. 

IV. 

No 1 thou wilt never flee, 

Karth has a charm for thee $ — 
Why should we sever ? 

Years have I seen thee so. 
Making pretence to go. 

Lifting thine arms of snow,— 
Voiceless for ever 1 


v. 

Here bung I all my cares. 
Here dream and say my pi 
While the bells toll- / 
O thou bclovM saint ! 

Let not my courage faint. 
Let not a shame, or taint. 
Injure my soul I 



PABLO DE SABA SATE. 
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r. 

Who comes to-day, with sunlight on his fare. 
And eyes of fire, that have a sot row’s trace. 
But are not sad with .sadness of the years, 

Oi hints of tears? 


ir. 

^fe is ft king, 01 I mistake the sign, 

;'A king of song, — a comrade of the Nine, -- 
The Muses* brother, and their youngest one, 

This side the sun. 

irr. 

, how he bends to gieet his soul’s desire, 

Hid violin, which trembles like a lyre, 
v And seems to trust Inin, and to know his touch, 
• ' Belov’d so much I 


M f IV. 

He stands full height ; he draws it to his breast, 
'Like pae* in joy, who takes a womler -guest, — 

' A Weirdj Wdd thing, bewitched from end to end,- 
> /■' *.. . .• To be his fiiend. 


. ' r‘ > k V. 

, And who catt doubt the right it has to lie 
' n v So near his heart, and there to sob and sigh, 
.^'Abd 'there do shake its octaves into notes 

, With bird-like throats 
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vt. 

Ah I see how deftly, with his lifted bow, 

He strikes the chords ot ers’nsy and woe, 

And wakes I he wadi lg o£ tin- sprite within 

Th it knows not sin. 

vt r. 

A thousand heads are twmM to where he stands*, 
A thousand hopes are moulded to his hands. 
And, like .1 stoim-wiud hurrying from the north, 
V shout breaks forth* 

vm. 

Tt is the welcome ihnt of 'dd ^ i gi von 
To Rig^nim ere j*>inM in Hr. teen 
The angel-choirs of those n ho serve aright 

The God of Light, 


IX 

> ' ! Y 

ft is the large, h ud u»l* iame of a throng '*'* 
That hoes a faith-empln/M, impassion'd song j' 1 
A song that soothes the heart, and makes it sad, 
Y ct keeps m 


For look I how bearded men and women fair ! 
Shed tears and smile, and hall repeat a prayer,^ 
And half me shamed in their so mean estate* « 
And he so gyaaMt.I " ;■/ 



PABLO DE SARAS ATE. 


T 


This Is the young Endymiou out of Spain 
Who, laurel-crown’ <1, has come to us again 
To re-intone the songs of other tnne> 

In far-oif climes 


XII. 

T<* prove again that Music, by uie pica 
Of all men’s love, has> link'd from sea to sea 
, ^.11 shores of eai*fc in one set one and grand 
,Y Symphonic land. 

xin. 

Oh I hush the while ! Oh ! huih 1 A bird has sung, 
J A May&ay bird hai trill’d wtiboui a tongue, 

And now, ’twould seem, has wnnden d out of sight 
hor she rt r delight. 

1 ' '** xlv * 

' r !' v f , ■ ,i 

A phantom bird I ’Tis gone where all things go — ■ 
The wind, the rain, the sun dune, and the snow, 
The hopes We nurs’d, the dead things lately pass’d— 
’ V All dreams at last. 


XV. 

•Thfe tOWers of light, the castle*; in the air. 

The queenly things with diamonds m their hair. 
The toys of sound, the flowers of art- 

• : > # ! ? ' All these depart 

■ "V ' /A st — * 
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XVI, 

They seem'd to live ; and lo ! beyond recall. 

They taku the sweet sad Sib nee for a pah, 

And, wrapt therein, consent 1o be dismiss'd, 

Though glory du&s’d. , 

XVII, 

O pride of ^pain I O wizard with a wand 
Muse fraught wish fervours »<f fhe life beyond 
Than books ha\e taught us in these tawdry day** ' 
Take thou my praise;; . 

xvm. 

Aye, take it, T.d lo ! Though so poor a thing* 

Twill strvv. to mind tine of an English spring 
When wealth, and vw>ith, and fashion, each 

Obey'd thy thraft. * 

XIX. 

The lark that sings i's love song in the cloud 
is God-inspired und »»h»l t — but is not proud*— ^ 

And soon for gels the salvos of the forces^ , : , . 

As thou do$ft thekfci;, 


xx. 


The shouts, the praises, and the swift acclaim* 
That men have brought to magnify thy name. 
Affect thee barely as an idle cheer . 


Af&Ctsa ,SW* \ 
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149 


But thou art ours, O Pa Mo l ours to-«lay, 

Ours, and not ours, in thy Triumphant sway ; 

And we must urge it by the right that brings 
Honour to kings. 

XXII 

Honour to thee, thou stately, thou rlmne 
Attd far-famed minstrel <d u mighty line 1 
'Honour to thee, and peace, and musings high, 

, , Good mght ! Good-bye ] 


MY AMAZON. 


I. 

Mf Loveis a lady fair and free, 

\A lady fair from over the sea, 

And she hath eyes that pierce my bread 
And rob my spirit of peace and rest. 


A youthful warrior, wairn and young, 
She takes me prisoner with her longue, 
'Aye^t md she keeps me, — on parole,— 
'Tm 'paid the ransom of my soul. 



i5o LINES TO A . C SWINBURNE: 


ill. 

J amar 1 forman, urnA < for wax 
Fioiii <«/ a ;»'f, vs j'iiny a scar, 
More rcmiioy funis fur pnibtiate fo*i 
Thai) oiiv.* liral*. me m.vtr a blow. 


:v. 

And :»o \wiii be*, this many a day ; 
She k.ornes to wound, if not u» sbiy. 

Bui In my dtcarab, — m homncl akep,— 
”fis l to snide, and obu to weep J 


lines to a. <:. SWINBURNE;'; 


f* WV havt nf.L abek ) an ajd' *o befriend n**, ' ;> 
And tb^ L riy** to uxtli^aie i&nd end tjf& , ” ^ 

L**t the Oumm tom i h tmU with rhe Gaol, 1 *•<'■ 
Amt the tor lies , of ivn "bitd moat fait. 1 li* , '"J 

« * * • * 


Louder and louder thw noise of defunct • 4 > > 

Kilims raj?w from the grave of a tnistleass (dHsuiCtt,^ 

/Uni bidi us btj*\*r<i, atul be warn'd, ' ' 

Ait abhun'd of ah nations and ’’ v 

A IFndfot ike Natto* & A, -C *«^3 


U *, 

Nay, good Sir Foot, read thy- ' 

And curb the tumults that are bora }n thrift* '• 
That now thy hand, relentful, may re&aih , > * 
To deal the blow that Abel had of Cain, 



LINES TO A . C SWINBURNE, i 


n. 

Are we not Batons born, "/heu all I.' siid, 

And thou the oil spring ot the* knightly *ouls 
Who fought for Charles when tears were harvested, 
And Cromwell rose to po,ver ->n Charles's head? 


O Feckless, roistering hard, th«*». in a breath 
«, DicTst tint* the v».iy o* flout th> l.itheis* flag ! 
1 hit well, unkc‘ dmg what thy Reason saith, 

-To seem to triumph in th; country \ h.ath l 


r . 

« if none will speak f\*» ua, if none will say 
, How far thy >fuse ha’ wrong’d n> in its thought, 
1 Tis I Will do it ■ t w ‘.ay the»* n *y. 

And hurl thee h»ck the - oongs ol wy Say. 


V. 


pt&bqm thy prowess; tor w'v»* learnt hy mte 
v,/;&ng after song of thine : and thou ait yu.at. 
But, why this malice ? Why thi : \v \ nton n< >te 
.Hpieh seCms to come like from, thy throat? 


vt. 

'‘"jMN&D Hugo ffpoke we owned lib master spell ; 

; 'W$ Isttew he feared us more than he contemned. 
He fleckM -with fire each sentence as it fell, 

Aud tufted hip rancours like a weclumg-bell. 
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VII. 

And vvc were proud of him, as Franca was proud. 

Ay ! call'd him brother, — though lie lov’d us not 
And we were thrill'd when, ruthless irom a cloud* 
The bolt of dcrtfn outstretch'd him for a shroud* 

vm. 

ThouVt great as he by tame and force of tiong, 

But less than he as spokesman ol his Land* 

For thou hast rail’d at thine, to do it wrong. 

And call’d it coward though its taith is strong. 

IX 

England a eowaul? O thou five foot five 
Of fluah and blood anti smew and the rest ! 

Is she noi girt with ghuy and alive 
To heai thee bu/v. th> corn of all the hive? 


Thou art a bee. — a blight, a golden thing , 
With too much honey ; and the taste thereof 
Is somethnes rough, and somewhat of a sting 
Dwells in the music that wo hear thee &ing. ; 


XX. 

Oh, thou hast wiongM tfa \ "thou MWe 

More than is good for listeners, 'fb* WjflftsA* > 
Nay* 1 have rnarvell’d at thy words of hate# Ml , 
For friend* and foes alike have deem'd m g aftty.' 
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XII 

We are not vile. We, 1 <>. lwvc Ik uh to ft. 1 ; 

And not m \.un hivi nun rt n n ber’d this. 
Our hands are quirk it tm < t > c ! i p tht steel. 
And strike tin blow ^h it «ntiri t i it tt lie U. 


Tlrt sea -waul r^cks ir< t n 1 1 * ht a IV 
By wave and win * , *oi bluett i ki ! i*s' /„ 
JUttt rocks endure Vul \ n ’ n j 1 i ] rtvad d 
Times out of numbu, vh n 1 ti fits hut ml d 


And once, thou l * now , i i t Citre i >und, 
Kot bled m huuue, oi * I • n rt undti un 
And be was Shake. \n »<■ of the w he wmld r mod, 
And, be was king of m< u, th u h nc>tr t umu d 


HlftloyM the gracious eaith ir mi ei t to west, 
And all the seas thereof and all its chores 
lit most be lov’d thi ht me in it he \ osscsi’d, 

tfight or wrong, his country seem'd the bust. 

xvj. 

content with Albion’s cl.i-.sic land. 

He M its flag. He vedYl its every fault. 
Yes lb* proud to let its honour stand, 

And wring to light the wonders it had plann’cL 
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XVII. 

Do thou thus much ; and dt al no further pain $ 
But sooner tear the tongue from out thy mouth; 
And sooner let the life in thee be slain, 

Than strike at One who strikes thee not again. 

XVIII. 

Thy land and mine, our England, is erect, 

■\tkl like a lordly thing she looks on thee* 

And sees tliee number d with her bards elect* 

And will not harm the brow that she has decked* 

xix. 

She kts thee live. She knows how rich and rare 
Au; -.ong<s like thine, and how the smallest; bird 
M.»V male much muMr m die maimer air, f 
Atm how a cuts*. may turn uitoa prayer. 


XX, 

Take ba<.k thy taunt, I say ; and with ibeJMKltiieh-. 

Accept our pardon; oi, if this offend, „ ,*,*£ 

Why then no pardon, e’en in England's 
We have our country still, and thou thy 
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THE LITTLE GRA VE. 

9 

THE LITTLE GRAVE. 


A LtTTTK mound of earth 
Is ail the land l own : 

Death gave it me, —five icd by tlireCj 
Ami mark’d if with a stone. 


My home, my g.o den-grave, 

Where most C l.rog to go I 
Thegiouml is mine by right divine, 
And Heaven will have it so. 

HU 

For hero my da. hog sleeps, 
Unse<*n, - ,rri ivod ni hIMi',— 
And o’er the era ^ ’h<_ breeze-. pa-o, 
And si, as took down at night. 


Here Beauty, Love, and Joy, 

With her in silence da ell, 

■ As Eastern .slaves are thrown :n ginyes 
^ Of kings remember’d well. 

ir / 

* V *’■ * '' . v, 

4 . 1 ( , 

'Blit Wre let no man come, 

\ My mourning rights to n*ver. 

• Who lieth here i* cold and dumb, 

'.4 M#*r final ie mi«#» fnr r»wr I 
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A DIRGE. 


A DIRGE. 


1. 

Art thou lonely in thy tomb? 

Art thou cold m such a gloom? 

House thee, then, and make me room,*-- 
Mistnere Domine t 


II. 

'i' , 

Phantoms ve*x thy vugin sleep, 
Nameless things around Lliee creep. 
Ye* - tv* patient, do not weep, — * 

Miserere Do mine t 

m. 

O be lailhfui I * Mu I nave ! 

Naught shall h.oin thee in thy grave j 
lait the restless jpirUs rave, — 

Miscreie Domino I 


When my pilgrimage is done, 'W 
When the giaee ot God is won, , 

I will come to thee, my nun, — 1 

Miserere Demine { ' 

’ ’ U 1 :*}' 


Hike a juiest in flowing Vest, 

Xuke a pale, unbidden guest, 

I will come to thee ani rest,—** t 
Miserere Domine t 



DAISIES OUT AT SEA . 
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daisies" out vr sea, 


TWRSK ate the buds wo bear beyond the surf,-- 
Enshrined iu mould and tuif, — 

, To take to fields far oft. a land’s siiuic 
Of high and va^fr repute, — 

' ^The Shakespeare* land of rv<.ry heart’s desire, 
ti ,' Whereof, *tis said, the fame shah not expire. 
ButshihC in all men’s thoughts as shun.-* a beacon -file. 


it 

O Might and gracious things that seem to glow 
: , : With frills of winter snow, 

vAu*I fittlc golden heads that know the sun, 

, 1 ; , ; And seasons half begun, 

/ blythe they look, how fresh and debonair, 

their prison on the seaward an, 

Which -Hp lark has soar’d to improvise a prayer. 

m. 

! memory of the inland grass, - 

^V ( > \ : T fields where bTcezes pass, 

‘ the' ; Ml*eyed children, out at play, 

the land so gay ? 

ty&y tto, 'thought of dews that, like a tear, 

- ‘ Morning on the Night’s cold bier, 

botnet belov’d by all men here? 
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xv, , 

O gems of earth ! O trinket* of the spring 1 
The **an f yout gentle king, 

Who counts your leave, and marshals ye apsfce, 

In many a baiucL place. 

The godlike summer sun will miss ye all, 

For he has foster’d all tirngs, graat and small, 

Yea, all good things that live on earth’s revolving ball, 


But when, on d ;< \ '•? ~ces with eye serene 

The ho-f ies, tcnd*oi*greeii f , , , t < 

And fair fresh face** of Ids hardy flowers, 'i ( 

flow will he throb for hours, \y 

And wish the lark, the laureate of the light, , k 
Were near at hand, to see *o fair a sight, v $\ 
And chant the joys thereof .» w we cannot 


Oh, I have lov'd y-» m-*K i:u*i may be told, 
And 'kunil it tairy.gold,— 

And fairy s»b<er, - rhuf ye bear withal ; 

Ve ar*» so soil and small, 

I weep for my u% nml ye here to-day * 
So near to i Irav^n, and yet so far away, 

In our good oeeut-slup, whose bows aro W#t 

vsr. ’ 

Ye aie the cyncome of many eyes 

Bright-blue as English skies, -A* / 

The sailors’ eyes that scan ye in A row, ' 

As if intent to show 



DAISIES OUT A7' SEA , 
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That this dear freight of mould and meadow dower 
Which sails the sen., in sunshine nod in shower, 

Is England^ gift o! love, which >roi rn. sh J* itoi devour. 


She sends ye forth in Sidneys and in joy, 

As one may send a toy 
To children's cinMteii. bred in oilier land.- 
* By love-abiding hand*. 

' And, day by day, ye sad upon the i.nw 
, Tp CftU to mind the sues' ami moth/us* home. 

Where babes, now grown to ;nea, were wont of yore to 
d '-/’jpoatn. 


In England’s name, in ilLvkwpearehi,— and in ours, 
Who bear these trusted dowers, - 
There shall W heard a threr hem many thioat 
, !. A rush and voar of notes, 

AS loud, and pumrl, as those of heavenward binJs ; 

[ And they who till the giuund ami tend the hnrtU 
WfU read our thoughts therein, and clothe the same in 

’ wordf 

| x, 

gland's sake, for England once again, 
a jpride and power and pain, 
j?mr ■ asmjt&nd, aye l tor England m the giith 
’• 'V ^ ' yf aH her joy and worth, 

• \A ! ifeohg’icnd clear, outbroken, undefined, 

And uncontrolled wild about upon the wind, 

WiTjrect thesis Winsome dowers as friends of human- 
, ' ' Jcindf! : , ‘ ' 







icr-n afv. 


I CANNOT sing to thee as i. would sim 1 
Xf X were quicken- d Me 1 l.uk 

With fire from ITeavi n .u:<l si.n'i.dn on his v ir 
Who wakes the world v\>th wuchont - of tin 
Renewed in rapture m th 1 r *d.h rn'- » rnr. 

A thing of spRe-i >ur d-> ) <1 en> I. iu thro, 

A feather’d frenzy wi.h m .nu 1 *1 » t { »oit, 

A something sweet that ‘.•nu where s^euis tr fl ut 
*Twixt earth and ' ky, to he a sign to uen. 
lie fills me with such wonder and de>pait J 
I long to kiss thy lodL^ so gohhn bright, 

As he doth kiss the tresses of the sue. 

Oh $ bid me sing to thee, my chosen our. 

And do thou teach me. Love, to sing aright 





r/sioNS. 


J6.j 


JI. 

VISIONS. 

Tllir PiX'f inerts /.j.itllo oh the hill, 

And r.m and f lor.i .it nl the ihipliian QuecB, 

An«l mbrnt puntl' lnihi:v; in the T ill, 

An 1 'hy.id i'lmMt Jml d.oic upon the green, 

And f i ’ jtj** ru*d Oreads in the *ilver sheen 
They -wear in ^nnnn>*t } wh-Mi the an is si ill. 
lie (puli', the mi: oi hh*, oriel *pinfifs his fill, 

Ami sees (\eP."m throw T \\ > mv.k terrene. 

Thr dfvd it** ms - *, tor tnov /done can sec 
A- set-' thr >*, rh -- <- ..’t, beyond the dust, 

Thr * yu »:> b . Thr dead id one are just. 
There u no comfort in I lie bitter fee 
Th.it r holars p-’v for fame. True sage is he 

Who doubts all doubt, and takes the soul on trust. 



THE DAISY. 
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m 

TRF, !)M n V 

S&K where it stanch, th' w *>M o> »■ nted Mower, 
^UTft gold at centre, h(*e the mui .»♦ nnon,- 
A mimic min to light a true-love bower 

For fair Queen Mnb, now di n J or jn a swoon, 

, Whom late a poet saw beneath the moon. 

It lifts its deputy fare (ill vuns< t hour. 

As if endowed with nympbolephc power, — 

Then shuts its petals like a folding rune I 
I love U more than words of mine ( an utv. 

And more than anchorite may brc.dhe in prayer 
Methinks the lark lias made it '-till bis r 7 re 
To brag of daisies to the lord of day. 

Well 1 I will follow suit, as f>est I may, 

launching my love-songs 0 n the summer ;dr. 
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PROP A TL 'ON* 


VitOil/VnON. 

f 'o u t n I, O 7 ti"'* * olvuii a thdiUi olrM 
T«t l>o itiy I nr I, ir AM u«y M t *nK and ■! ’yn, 

1 would con-odf iV i fiom yt ; to year* 

Aik* f.dk w. h \r, ■ , * 1 ‘in of their ways, 

And why tin ■> ?ii Mi />. - > v 'A > in.n appear 
Im lurr.m Lnroi, \ A !i i t,-i n.i t i nest 
And I uh »M >i“T )\ o 4 f la ■ '* ny j'»y decays. 

And why th<- i ’a'., n - ♦ t i T ii /o ilo.uidh here. 

I would, j in : « the v,.i> “ ALt- ! ** 

Kxp! no o *. . ot *i V* flight *, 

I would pontv* the M'-iUn^oii th~ prass> 

Which lowers ha\-“ u.*'-od in hint* and red and white) 
And, reading the r, t would, as from a pen, 

Read thoughts of timm nit^uess’d, by olhet, men 1 



DANTE . 


j6? 


ICft It *'M .'•rul : i" v . jkm >t * 

}>nt he wsu; ^nH>d vdh ♦■'»* *d l 
And those of ->i: ’i; 1 v v i 1 ^ . lb .t .« * ,sev: n, 
And those %»f nil Ih * *. * <»' i - *Vvt > si'i’tf*. 

He bow’d to Ti om* » h. nt ,>r )us honour suj<\ 

He follow'd to tiv 1 v *V<' uf thos^ 

Who walVd W'*ft On* >i'’l *ii' **d no Ins steveu* 
To keep the bidwarL-. >n In . i.i th m i*n\ 

He-kaew the ^.tcts nt *n** /» ■ ; 

He track’d the auk * «k* .iL* tW ■ s cions fruit 
Of gticf and \t*y , and \\ «fh !>j « .«*•.. ku-hue 
He made himself a sume o» «.*'•< -y * bn v . 

The minds of men w»*re msuiiy «m* l*rn mute. 
And all the world fay fiobjYrf to bn-. i 

* Steven, n vote* \ old werl r^tnvea. 
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DIFFJDMNCM. 


K 


\f l T, 

J cannot deck Tiiy thought m inoml attire. 

Or make i" sit lot tin >. in ato/ dto.v?, 

Oi nng to thee the *.*. , \>t th} desire. 

In M)m>m*rV heat, or hy in** winter's lire, 

Or ovt the*. uune. to com:, rt or to blea>, 

A'*.’ I hccve 'umul mm * V 'W n unwoithnv.ibs 
And web I know the v\e.Anessof the iyie 
Winch k Jiave .tuven to swa) to thy caress. 

Vet rou.,* \ .g J * ‘11 my lea re and calm the s«»3it 
Of my vext sou 1 , mid st* ad lastly emerge , 

From l*»ni Mimr thought:., .is hom the tempest's tWgO, 
1 must control the bearing of my heart. 

And bid tribe pride l Hi gone, who, with his mt» 

iiais pick’d, too long, a suit I dare not urge. 



*'AIX/FS. 


\ a. 

FA i K t PX 

GfORY c mlmi'.s wl.iii ■, -vluf.'*.y ' .it‘i fh : ; 

Ami tan its &l..»vr ihmns«.l\t. , m fnen liy 
To all who hold a tin t brj-und the d* ad. 

And all who pray, worldly-v. j ,e. 

With cheerful hearts, m wildly-weeping < yes. 
They come and go when chiMirn *ue m U A 

To gladden llu.m a:lU dn.tun bom mit the .hies 
And sanctify all tear * thu they )i -ve >h it 
Fairies are wind’d foi wandm/ng b» and ho 
They Uve ill !* j-;eud* , tie ^ <urwi< the < Jietde*, 
Wisdom isthtirs ; they live tot u.s and now, 

Like things ambrosial, Liter than the ficAcs 
Of f-’igtis And reasons wkiih the poet-, know, 

Oj* fires of sunset on the mountain -peaks. 



SPIRIT LOVE 
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vnr. 

SPIRIT ROVE. 

lf«>w my j'»y ! ) i * » w giat. I my recompense 

T b«»w to lb.; • ; U*. fp the*-* in my sijjht 

J t ill lb tninr, u; I */** tho-igh riot in sense 
i ' hat e v r b ’bi « the h«*nt \ge immense 

{ > f 1 1 . ' i v die mis which ''mm* to us at night, 
W’n'.t, thi'*u;;h the n'.cduim of the spirit -Tons. 
1U' ms; the oul, m its j.ilm vnl light. 

And Itei-on spo".,.. l l s h f »j>« s it Mimot blight. 
It is the >oui < f tV c, and not tin form, 

And not the face, t *■ ;urn*t.j in my tleep. 

It n; thy w If. Hi*' body h. the r.torm. 

The soul the star it in the deep 

Of Nature* n 'aim. And yonder on. the steep 
The Sun of ifaitli, quiescent, ?ound, and warm I 



AFTER TWO DAYS, 
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i ,W 

AFTKK. rf, W'- '>-WS. 

Another ni^ht hi t n»’.l so* h t o 
Another clay 1 ms .win .1 7u*o 
And lo ! igim J tr « >1 1 1'«- m-- <v >mv.< way 

Of word and th'*u^hi, th» *o> to mt«rw* iw 
As flowers nL-.orl> tin* > tl.ru ti t*y :t-ceue 
And, all along the wo«nlb*« 1 'vh *:•* * s!..*y, 

I think of thee* and Vitim* lo eo m* iriy. 

And sorrow sootn<\s On* so.ii u ™..uM In leave 
Nor will I fear that tln»u f so t ■<■ .0 .it, 

So dear to me, so fair, wod so hero *n, 

Wilt un* desire the fr ally oi t, he.o: 

Which evermore is pledg'd to thee and thine 
And turns to thee, in region" where thou art, 

To hymn the praises of thy fare divine * 
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n YRON 


X. 


B V RON. 

Uk Was » "-'V? d hi.nt fu#» 'JuVt? 

To fu;ht the fi^hi of Fri td-.m o’er a arrive. 

Ami o-n i » ci 1 1*2 a boo*,* he cmild not save ; 

For in* w.i^ weak withal, and tooLsh- wBe. 

IhuK weit* Ju* thought >, an 1 .aran^e his destinicii. 
And of*eutmw.. his life he did deprave. 

Hut all <lo |njy him, though none despise* 

He i pnrt_r of soup, (hough snow’s slave. 
He ask'd to r tear.,— ami tdey were tinned with fire 
He ask’d fm lov*\ dial love was sold to him. 

He look'd for soj.it*- ,»t the gohlet’a brim* 

And found it not ; then wept upon his lyre, 
lie ^aug the soti^s of all the world’s desire,— 
lie wo us the wie&lh no rivalry can dim ! 



LO Vl \ \V AMBITION . 
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XI. 


f.OVJK\S AM bitm >N. 

I MOST invoke tin <* t*>r mv pint'. g«u>d. 

And prove myself uu puii/ cl else none 
Of mere self-seeking, though ^lfh this imbued. 
I sing as sings the iiium. in a v*o<<d. 

Content to be alive at iMittat-Liine. 

Had I its wings 1 should no f 1«* vvilh-to< d 1 
But X will weave my h-mm •> into diymv, 

And greet afar the heights i caimnr climb. 

I will invoke thee, Jbt/Vt. I though f.*r avt.iy. 
And pay thee homage, ^ ht com* a l night 
Who longs to keep his true h,v« wi his sight, 
Ytsa, I will boar to tln.o, m roundelay. 

In shine and shower, and make a bwld a -.say 
Of each load hope, to compass thee a right. 
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LOVE'S DEFEAT. 


LO VIC'S mCI-'iCAT. 

ik> \> ’ MH la •»<> wet? 

A«v other ; «.nd v< < ntv out t; trap. 

My hoj>t s ui'.‘ U>M , »‘*v ‘NmphL, ar»7 haid to tell, 
l<ut 'h> i» <. ,*»V i' M th* n.' t *nyd ".crept them, too, 
Th'Jtu'.h, h d,' aUi ,Yd t iu"y x -fa to hide f turn view. 
1 voikr !’.v: 1 :ri', 7 s.Y; Lotto vr ; 

And why f v< > f < mnfo-t, v b o njy thoughts rebel, 
And wVvt * o>u*tt the wcm - tb«*.t must ensue, 
liut lor thu r< on, .red u.> other one, 

T dire to look * h v x v,»\r, .<;nl how rcy head 
To thy svvi < • n un<% as Min dower to the 
Though, pe r Manure, not v* wisely fed 
'With r'udrii ,f .. Tears roust now be idled, 
Unnumb'.iM tear.., till U/e or love be done l 



A THUNVfKSTORM AT NIGHT. 17 5 


XKu 

A TTIUN 1 JETvSTO R M AT KUWl l\ 

The Uphtnmg is the vho; in~»d nj ‘.hrMutm 
That of chaos , ,1.* ; . cad the 
As om* may n.ul the **. • »',$» <» f 1 '■ auc, 

As one in Hell »>a/ .i,. s' - i. «»*nu 

Of ijrotl’s fo^e-hn^c r I'l.nitMi 1- hi h] mu 
How weird the *» * .■ h ii< 1 ■ih* , »ur-w.'.nn 

With hints of dead, , .Hi.’ m v 1 1 1 1 1 1 iniortm; 

The reeling st..» . f'v.ipu ’ie 01 thorn. 

And uuw th ‘ tori* mV h at 0K0 ’khh * on-heds 
Roar down uwthu -Ai /ml . i*jvnt'* shaped of 
mist 

Writhe up to Heaven vuiliurJorhsdth n h< ads * 

And thunder --clouds, whose Jfphtiimjj's inteitwkt* 
Rack ail the sky* and tt ar it mio Ti,*. d% 

And shake the ?*ir like T<tam that have kiss’d ! 
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IN TUSCANY . 


XIV. 

IN TUSCANY. 

Do p, r thou rrmrmix j, fri* nil of vanish'd day*'. 

J low in flip folVn ! in J of love md song* 

We met m April in th- r * crowded wayq 
Of Ll1.1t fan city uh< r<* the soul is* strong 
Aye ! strong fate, f <r good or evil piaise ? 

And how tier lord \vh.*m all the woild obeys — 

The loul of light to vlcun the si; us belong;,'-* - 
Illume 1 the Truk th P It d thee through the throng ? 
l)(»d thou nni mbiT, in tie* wooded dale, 

Hryond the town of Dante the Divine, 11 , 

How all the air wj”. flooded as with wine? 

Anti how thel.uk, to drown the nightingale, 

PealM out swrd notes ? I live fa tell the tadft. 

Put thou? QUivion sign* thee with a sign ! 



A HERO . 
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XV. 

A IIFR/' 

THrt warrioi know* how hlfuii* th< light, — 

How sad to live* - -how iw*rl p-urhaore to dip 
Is Fame hig joy? Hr* rm 3’. hei on tlm h«*igh» 

And when he falls he shouts his 1».dih*-ury ; 

His eyes are wet ; om own ivd* n°t bo dry. 

Nor shall we .stint In'- praise, or our d** light. 

When He survives to stiv^. 1 i, loud -i if, lit 

And make hi* fame the ( .\.urhw >nl of 1H« !»y. 

In all our Hopes his love i ; with v st 11 ; 

lie tends our faith, hesooilu:^ us when we piicve. 
His acts are just ; hW wotd we must h.dieve, 

And none shall spurn him, though Ins blood they spill 
To pierc^ithe heart whose pride they cannot kill. — 
Heath dies for him whose fame is his reprieve ! 



A '/'MORSK 




XVL 

RKMOKSK. 


do, thee t'on«' ) tin r* not, i swear; 

Amt if 1 lov'd th(e virdi in days fnme by, 

Ami if 1 IvtssM and ttdnd vtf'ih thy hair. 

And crow n\t my h • ■%., to I'rove the same a lie., 
IUy dut u, 5 1 , tliis - n»y ioy' wi- <»uiek to die. 

The chain of custom j.< thv dr.iusy !,ur 
Of some si <in vi do i ' % a '.vsm lit to bear. 

And 1 ’th ih!u'.i\l 1 1 , as well as 1, 

Ah. (Hod ! *l«s t*»arful-uu»* piul i lepent ; 

And 1ih>_ x dead, hvem.ui * live lot this:- — 

To stand, uiiv dued, on ;x dream’s abyss. 

And be mine <mn imr.l piteous monument* 

What 1 did i rob thee, I^ady* of a kl>s ? - 
Idle re, take it WcU ; and frown ; and be content 1 



,77/ A MISSION OF 7 UR FA IN'* \r 


:< v : r 

Tin* 1 mission of mi', \ s \ r \* 

fftf n a w'r, fie won rs t hi »n • 

Of Arl and Nature ; ,itj* i v n , \ m n }>■>". 
lie should be quicker than flu, hmK to »mn 
And till’d with ireioy like ’.he n>< n < 1 < M 
Who san** their songs fo? count >y ;-ml In* ! <n:o 

Nothing should daunt him, fhnui h tin tu v. , \v* << to 1 
Ry fiends from Hell ! He should be svuh I > in'* 1 
And swift to part with truth, \\ fiom a sp*rig 
He should discourse of wai and waik a firm. 

And deeds of peace, and ''urluvh to be mm- h». 

And love, and lore, and death, and lieeulv’*. rhuui, 
And warlike men sutxlued by It mho thought. 

And grief dismiss’d, and hatred set .it ?itei**ht, 

And Freedom shielded by In', slioim »i|du .tin*, f 


-U— 



DRA TH. 


1K0 


XVII I. 

DEATH. 

I r is Ih. j“>, it is the ■ i of lift*. 

To krwuv that Heath, ungainly to the vile, 
l< not i traitor with a reckless knife. 

And not a serpent with a look of ^mle, 
rlat «»'k* u!v> greets tt* with a sexaplds smile,- 
,i*n anjjr! out 4 to fend us alter strife, 

Aral Keep us true Clod when fears are rife, 
And steptic thought would daunt us or defile. 
He walks the world as one < mpowetM to fill 
The fields of space for Father and tor Son. 

Jfe hr our friend, though morbidly we shun 
Hi. tender touch, - -a cure for eveiy ill, 
lit F foe king of peace, when all is done. 
Karfh and the air are moulded to bis will 



TO ONE i LOVE. 


X.IK 

TO ONL I UH'I', 

On, Jol mo plead u dh (hot* tt. have a mud , 

A gnnh n nook, n-.t fir from thy domain 
That there, with hatp, and mice, .md p«« t Uj 
T may be true to thee, and. ( » ic-ton-fam. 
Rehearse Uie son^e of natun once ag.uri ; 
The songs of Cynthia w inhering by the bron 
To soothe the rapture * of u lover's gain, 

And those of Phyllis with her ‘■hoph^nP* cio«,h 
I die to serve thee, and for tins .done, 

To be thy baid -elect, from d.^y to day, 
f would forego the right to hi! a throne. 

I would, consent to be the f.unme-prey 
Of some fierce pard, if ere the night were ttm 
1 could subdue thy spirit to ray ;,wuy 



'FATFfiK/'S. 


FX T 


b\ 1'KNKiiK IS. 


Hi- « r :, (1 , !u''« H«ou,'t'o .bob ri rr u j *on the srwl, 

•Vm and tu c c Im^* muitnuiM ns vir iOt lip*} 

riiP v« w sb *ore h^s appeal d to {Jots 

fn in nt\ In } alf, though smitten hy Ills rod. 

'i' vi>»itii vpii a* 'i the blight of some eclipse 
Had dull'd Hu* skk s,— ’us il t on mountain bps, 

Tin wim*- <>i Iita/*r» had spum'd the life terrene. 

And clouds weu foimdenng like benighted ships. 

I!rd «di.u is l his, evuhuu, unforeseen. 

Wine h i.’e.wi s the dark ? \ feitful, burning thing ! 

I ; if fhe moon ? Or Slum's scarlet ring 
t furl'd ,nto pm* i* it is the tempest-smi I 
f* Is Me ,nK'i nt of th> Idxrban king 
Whii h fri! 'h. v tli.*>s ‘hat the storm b done ! 



VICTOR HVOO 
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'v>: i 

VJCT. iSc 

VWTOK the ! ct »3 V. • { ■ Ji.A < ! : 

Behold, ( in - > imjm< ■. >i \u i 

A i>OOi JIaSv. \A J 1 ' l! 3l, ' hr 1 t >c it IiiV < vimm Wl> 
But all unlit k» dr-d so j m > } L 
It is tilt* im< coni' ->t u 4« k n>i 

Denounced ot and spiiiuM ior t.i.oiy y\*ns 

It i.> the token of a mt*on , ‘- t„.u 
, Widish oit has joyM ni th », t find • h.m n;;;.un. 
Love for ihy Kale, applause tui lay thso.un, — 
Thes»e arc the tloweis u.c Lpuud upon U»y tu uf.e. 
We give thee Imek, to day, tin 1 poe*-rurv_ ; 

We cull tKee friend ; wc t.Uxiy Hiv rc^ot. 

Kings, change their scepuo ioi a turn iul .-.to; it 

But thou haist turn'd thy tomb into u throne . 



CYA'Tia.L 


1^4 


XXII. 

CVNTIUA. 

0 Iw‘DV r Moon, »]-?<■•! of all the b}»heTtir» 

r l'<> hi r >to ndhin of the ocean- tide'-, 

1 i h >»J 4 L thee, say, by all thy hopes and f atria, 

And l>y thy fact * the or tele of brides, 

Why oenntm* Rt inure* with thte abides i* 

la life a h le to thee, and fraught with tear*?, 

'f hat Ulus forlorn and sad thou dost confer 

With ghosts .oid shades? Perchance thou dost aspire 

To bridal honour.,, and tliy Phcebus-sire 
Forbid:, the banns, whoever thy suitor be? 

Is this tliy grievance, O thou chief of mrn& ; J 
Oi dost thou weep to know that Jupiter 

Hath many moons— -his daughters ami his sons — 
And Earth, rhy mother, only one in thee ? 



PJIILOME2.. 




XX1I1. 

PJILLOM lil, 

Lo, as a rmnstiel at the eourt <4 Lovr, 

The nightingale, who know > hi^, mu*;* i, niph. 
Thrills into rapture , ami the s t.ns ,ibo\e 

Look down, atfi udited, as they would i j>ly 
There Vi contagion, and l know nut why, 
in all this clamour, all this fieut d< hghi. 

As if the sunset, w'u*n the day did ^woon, 

Had drawn some wild conle^um hum tin* moon, 
Have wrongs been ilun<* i \ laveumus ui.iUul bt< n 
To shame the wend retirement of the night { 

O clamorous bird I O sad, sweet nightingale I 
Withhold thy voice, ami blame not Ueauty’s queen. 

She may be pure, though dumb ; and she is pale. 
And wears a radiance on her brow serene. 



y 77 h Si KVA r A'lA'U- 


I SO 


XX] V 

i : : m)\n; f kim; 

0 I » i x .*,»»}>! I m« b« 1 r. i Ik»v to th* i , 

Uu.u t •, » • ,»*mn t* , ihimitM long aj*o 

Ant tins t l;k< i I,.*\c < iipiJ "i .it «u v 
■ \ , t ; ,jit , , o:\> '>!«»•.. " *1 «*f my w«»Oj 

! i ,v,io>u n\> ir> v r> v vi - Miry tk»w* 

1 a ’ * iii l*. i' \*j *e t tir |h>« ' f to Mil. »1 a li 
S' >i al! U< ,li{S( of Tlutus ainl hr 

I u »’• 1 not h<- s( * 1 >a*r as nat cmuphun 
\\h*n tii* * !(>vo is fn>m my sii> Tt- 

Ko, noJ I >r Ml t hr; m.u veh ot the nij^hl, 

Ami ail Ur vaiym;; splendours c»t the>o.irs* 
Do Siiws a -i ! r.u', thou If that .itl the* lty;ht 
Oi a!) Dm/* lovets* soul >, 31 % all the sphere, 
To uiiakr a May time oi my sojruw& shun. 



t'OKFN FLU IVhtiS. 


# 


# 


107 


XXV 

TOKF\' VIA i\\ l 1 

Oh, iriot the daisy, t-n » 1 » . :o\- , ,1 Oi*.i ' 

Take not the dai >y ■ L 1 11 l ii'um t j *v» 
Unlouch'd .dikf i*y sjmlo ' lUi .>r b j >■ • 

Oi i«.*u 1 y h*ud. J' i< ?r 1 » not a rod , 

A ml mi ouc fc:nr*. oi hntoml, oi« the ,od 
ll laughs, «.*ult ml, vi tin* Muiniii,;'. hu * , 
And cvoiy tthert* doth hi’* a lowly jdact 
Though fi aught whh for the darkest * k 

’'Vis said the primrose i:. a puny flowei 9 
And means coei cion, .ind Mi- <. ov renown 
Qi «t\« who toil’d tor country and ton nown 
This may be so I liul, m my I-idy* . bnu-i, 

It meant* content, — a hope, - ;* golden hour, 
i/rimroses smile ; and dai&ico cannot it own I 



A LEA YLR l' OK ENGL AMD, 


i-'iS 


XXVI . 


A PRAVKR iOR ENGLAND. 

A m, f'ur i_, >rd (Jod H. ’v n, to whom wc cuU,-- 
Ty whom w* hv- f - \m whom our hopes are built, - 
1)<j Thou, from ye«i to yaar, tX*n n> Thou wilt, 
('ontrol the Kulm, hut su'W not to fall 
1<\ ancient foth, Us grandeur, and its thrall ! 

1 >o Thou prea i v<t it, m the hours of guilt, 

Whiui foenien ihiist for blond that ihould In* spilt. 
Ami keep it stmng when traitors would appal. 
Uphold us still, (> (hxl 1 ami be the screen 

And sword ami buckhr of our .England's might. 
That focn urn's w iles, and woes which intervene. 

May fade away, ts fades a winter's night. 

{ hme eats hav,' heard us, and Thme eyes have sea u. 
Wilt Thou not help us, Lord I to bnd the Light i* 



A VETERAN POET 


ifcjg 


XXVII, 

A VETKKAN VOET. 

I KNEW thee firs t as one r»i'* v know the 1 mh» 

Of sow*' apostle, e-. »i min nn) I' now 
The mid-day ^un fat-sini'iny o’ei the mk»w 
1 hail'd thee prince of p< jet > t 1 bet\i no 
Vassal of thine, and wnrmM me at the limit 
Of thy purr thought, my «-pim all nplow 
With dream* of peace, and pomp, and lyric '"how, 
And all the splendours, Master ! of ihy name. 

But now, a man reveal’d, a guide for men, 

I see thy face, I clasp thee hy the hand ; 

And though the Muses in thy presence stand, 

Tht-ie's room for me to loiter in thy Ui u. 

O lordly soul 1 O wizard of th» j pen 5 

What news from Godi 1 What word from I* airy laud/ 




A CHORAL 


nm< IO I.IIU' RTY, 


Awij rrniKK 





A CHORAL OI> K TO I.IIlKHTl'. 


O f .P M l a », 1 j 1 i t < y , u Jth « yc oi fl.t in« , 

Moth< i and m.od, uninort.il, in. in s delight 
hairest :*od hrM n rl thou m n.um .itt^l ho*«e 
And none 'hail u>)> tim o< fh> vested nghk 
Where is the man, ihoupii Jtity turn * a km,* 

Shall stay the tide, o» r*umt« rm.oid the spiw.g ? 
And where is lie, though t hy turns *. l<n ivr, 

Shall track thy sjr »s to t tl - 1 the*' ni a gra i c t 1 


Old as the sun art thou, and young as mom. 

And iresh a* April when 'Hu I>uoh blow. 

And f^irt with gloiy like the growing coin, 

And undehled like nmun'tims made of snow. 

Oh, Ihon'it the Mimtnn of tin c ouls ot mm, 

And poor men’s rights, approved by sword and pen, 
Are made self certain as the day at noon, 

And lair to view as flowers that grow in June 



194 A CHORAL ODE TO TJLERTV 


t [ 

JL<rW, A’h» ( n cl ,ntn* i.JI lay Syn>!*n wilts. * 

'i he gilt ot Franks 10 > beyond the det. p, 

A h ( prr senet vf s k ui m tr.it' • 

Wi: f i bj*, ■ i pe ,, , *:,■< . »* thit e.innot wc- j> i 

J \ ;,t v/ J n 'M i ftl’*:*- \ulfi nphited 'U'tn 
To light the 4 is. aid k vj the land from harm - 
!'•' bght t >.< r i'-i» 't down: «i! of the dny, 

.‘.'lu dowt i ^ * t c* d *’lv * i i*~ d nl<< nipp water w iy- 


i * t us ,4 -in 1 . bo i e zc'i’ r i i oos of ,i iTrjt t 

J <\ f 4t > i'/: ,iW«/, s*\ /n of vow I 

/• i j 'r a,,,.' \* w i ■ t *ko, 4 tti name and furn a t 
J. , d ho:* j ; ; io :*■"> Me o t?u u g p /2 ihv hi ow 


V. 

\\ ho djire* r^nd i.t\ »h. r wi’h th puny breath 
Of i in poor ,'ib t (. > thou un* out lie J of h utf * 
Who m ks t « in*^ lh. t to a felon's «bath* 

Al - t !l f >ii 'e <-p!er>dO and o lovr-tjfdc ? 

Who din s do the md livt, i* Who dates assail 
Fhy M o -ft, sod lorrhead, pure -iml marble-pah-; 
And thou so tit [x.Vf'vi'il 'iiud 'ill the Mu, 

A in i iik'‘ to F tiltN bom of MnleibrO 


Oh, IVr beheld the urn, at selling time, 

IVep oVr ;he hills **:- /t to srsy good- by** ; 

And 1 h»ve hail'd it with the Midden rhyme 

Of M»mo new thought, full freighted with a sigh. 

* I<erfrotdF«. St i Lie of Liberty in New Torfe harbour. 



CHORA I ODE TO T ITT R TV io< 


And I have nimm! : F\n thm* may l'r< edom fall. 
And dark shroud it Jikc a wu ** t v p.ill, 

And right oVfwhrlrn it > u*id the sham > tluicof 
r ugulf the idone** bum of perfect k v< 


\ 11. 

But t Herr's no fall for Ih * ■ ; thi re v no tomb ; 

And none shall stub Ac \ noi.t hah ■ t - v th) H <nd. 
T hy tare is fan with H*v ’* « U in ’ No* m 

Ar<t thon shn.il b ivt nM ♦Hum., r t^v .enmiard. 

A tomb for thee t \), v iu i> tin .nn i> sbtn 
And lamps and fiu • im .H <Hn ’> Hi hi th pi un, 
Then nm/st lima <ln , O 1 mdum 1 .u> \ n»r Par- 
A tomb be f^uod vv'vo H o ml v' ago ^ 1 o. 


v hi 

0 sunt i hi LiE' /;\ a*?! • . ,vr c* 

Af&ther ana vii/./, imru ■>/./', / 1 , n <> r*. /•/ ' 
Rctimst at:: /i/m o' ( th^u at n L /v . 7 ; / ///,;/. , 

thou s ha! I tnu^ , f 0 t n* ; /,V, / ;/-/ ' 

IV. 

There shall bo feasting and ^ sound oi c ong 
In thy great cities ; and a voice divine 
Shall tell of freedom all the winter long. 

And fill the air with rapture as with win** 

The spring shall hear it, spring shall bear the sound, 
Aud summer waft it o’er the fhmeriul ground ; 

And autumn pale shall shake her wiiht ted leaves 
On festal morns and star -bespangled eves. 

~ 15 " 



196 A CHORAL ODE TO LIBERTY. 


Fur thouVt the smile of Heaven when earth is dim- 
The fac 0 of (iod reflected in thi sea — 

The hind’s acclaim upbflid by the* hymn 
(V s>nn> «;Ud huk • nun, pliant ■ »n the lea. 

Thou *it l .til ihi\ md mote * Thou nrt the £oal 
06'if:h's '*fccu.tl ones (torn pole to pole, 

Th' I.i»* ■ \ tC ' ' ' f, rht a. y\ Id’s primeval fin*, 

An 1 .. h ; .* t a jj x ' xi j man’s desire. 


0 ptoud an-l J'Ufx ' ' > ;i >/! M 1 VjhhttlC* ! 

Hor th \ .to ‘ t fati' , U f ns i!om 1 O my Joy I 

1 oi !hv‘j, J i ' *• J ' ■ ’i. f * i f »* j-r^ - of time 

A thrum ; In.. t xhi u no nrto Oj ill destroy, 

Th*» l shn’t 1 > a h" il.r. r.l md* s UvUmd 
a", i s id ir;! . i , n "li c i otk' k i imviid. 
liu w, i Mvii i o « rax. wimN of Heaven 

Shall Nittf: tine oi*^ v.ith mncil and mighty stevui. 


O lU/e'fi,' I rt’Tt)>> t tv v of flu ml , * 

Mo’h^f (iw / //mi /, anmot -itf , uru on fined / 

Fa?* t st an i j.t \f a/ * t.iuu in name uud fame, 

And thou s/t r t c J cod more natftiv than ike wind / 

YilL 

Who loves tla • t not i , traitoi to himself, 

Ti.utoi \s he to God and ta the grwe. 

Poor a miser with his load of pdf. 

And mors unstable than a leeward waye. 

Cur** d is hr for aye, and his shall be 
A name of shame from sea to furthest sea. 



* A CHORAL OPR TO / WERTY. 197 

A narm* # >C'.rrt *o <11 ni»'»i ando «= \rn 

Whose uptight souls have learnt to in., (hr thi? one, 

> 'V. 

A thousand limes O F» i*<‘dnnj f havf> f turned 
To thy s ipt face, aril wi.httl tine m.-iilyr-wisc 

I nii^ot aihitA*’ s«»n> pinry f nmh , S huimd 

V\nhm the d' rj t '.onion • cy\ •>. 

Ah G»*d « hew tV, *' • it \ it t- * v * 1 v Uh* 

J H o ai * thy »*au *\ t unh'iu. 1* • * r ■;* , 

Laving thee h*. t 1 l'>« . «’ .n ' «n 1 >0 •< ,ir, 

(Jiving iii£ fc < th,M)k‘ { jr > 1 * 1 * a ■ i ..tin! i * , 


For thou ari (Wirfid, the '•* rrand o* <*, »t,l 4 
Feariai and kuiiev he ‘>innd o 1 ' men. 

The haiu'htic't hives d ’ **v wi'ny h 

And rh h J '» . .‘,1 ■ „i'v thy yrd'MK > ‘0 (f 

Who donors tk kyr.rht »> t r u t<e -< < * alar 
The fading lamp *»t v n»> iwht * o *3 s 
Which prt phot -like, h«> heard aural lot dark 
The fust faint prt loti •. « f the nested lark ? 

VVJ 

0 mnlikc Libc*tv 9 wit** ry * A J * A 

Mother iiKii maid, fu'm pt &/*&<*%* t 

'Fah csi dvn/ first at £ f*Av it. tt.nnt , v; 

-4 A/ //itfji j4a// ok r'flfw A"7 ./ /v nought f 


O thou desired of men 1 * > thou supreme 

And tnte*toued spirit whom the hards icvore ! 
At timue thou coxn'st in likeness of a dream 
To urge rebellion, with a face austere. 



r 9 S A CHORA! ODE TO URFRTF 


And by that pnwei thou h/ed~- e’en by that power 
Which l- the ouk ume of thy soveici^rvonwei — 
Thou teuchc I slaws,, th wn tuxltlec, ho v to £tan<! 
Lords of Lncm&clvcb i%i utl * kivahuub Land. 


xvin. 

The hoptf. of Je-nh, tin- Mpiabrons o» the bw, 
Tne am M a> d * s ; * ink y and Kite, 

Shall ei , , v, \ lin; 1 'mhh ;,i av^r, 

Anti linn ro ,l .i | "i , ' r ’ . i end out * l rhtc. 

\ ea, f d Oia i 5 ; f. r 1 1 3 } > i xvilhd tl ,vo» 

And nt.re r K»ii ; T» \.e , k> f q u low; 
Arid nous -Jol! rmt * i' \ to h l h'*- i' to ihee 
Al-i dawn k* J„y, a * vurnmhi k> the sen 


For Kv r • if t>u <■ , ties' < mj t, t* ou thing \ 

i 1 oj S. \ -> •'.i fti «■ id ,i , > io t s . ? 

Aon ah domain'' \\ ■ ■ ci'm p,n>t s.n^ , 

Snail tv'n'e m ’ Ian’* tttpnt. meats cwimorc. 
And there diet: K, fab ni.n, f.(im north to South. 
From east to u„ >, bv Wisdom*: vtoyd oi mouth 
One code of 1 »vs that r?H si ail understand* 

And all the wori t shall I < mu* Fatherland. 


:x. 

0 sunlikc Like* tv, with e} c r r/ flame, 

Mother and maid, immortal, sweet ot treat h ! I 
Pattest ana fs>st art thou In name and fame , 

^«r/ then Fna’t pluck Redemption out of Death! 



V THE RISING SIN. u, 9 


hymn Tw rising <v»;n. 


Ihoh Mighty n «l H at »j; the Morning’*; brow 
Do’^i dfcnne, ..I 1 - wing, i ’ ‘ l t plenitude 
Of tillin’ up-rising thro'i./i rhf fubmtc i 

Look cion u :u>vl 1,; ess ih» d y now ordained' 

Anti ie f 1 he ; *’ar. » »»i p <»» » n,‘h 

be tliun >"* t ir, ■ *•» ,« lha ,*»t '4 l,u*g 
And hast ?h" (h’en C.*r >h> rrcviunp phr 
And all (be w\.-LiU ** »r i y «vy of price 


The sea i ddr.t, iZ. . shu'f s *’ >:rcof arc thine. 

And all »he h <t r nit-* iV.ough .VI the zones * 

\ eu, each (verged thing 11 d o'ugh the years, 

All things ere :»? trt S the- pr i amount ; 

And thete’s n.' ** - *v« miowm, hy or laud, 

That is not quickened by tor -jght ot thee ; 

No ! these is noth' rig, c.'irnv- ud or *ri air. 

Which loves thee not with love beyond compare. 


JJI. 

O holiest on the mountains l O thott n?n 
That ait a portent and a prodigy, 

And evermore dost measure time ami space I 
To thee ,we turn to see thee what thuii art- -- 



oo ffYMA r TO THh TIS1AG S 67V, 

How fair, how constant, and how ,nrt with beam^ 
And how eAL'ltmt In thine azuie >rrd. 

When, one l»j one, the confess thy powei 
AuU leave thee all tb** Luuh.cs p< s tor a dower. 


Ill's* t 1 -- >' fh* H***, •),< rjv^t »r«l pHns, 
The tV'^nUj i^'t t< te"s " i ; v e homing S( „* ; 

\ru] .-*'•> h . 0,1 i H , )■- id-' ' SU, •h«JM* ! 

n»( >i| .jon* i»i* v*-.4-ofV' "f -»*y 'f'l'.jnu 

Hh»'vtno« V ,» *n»h \\'\' h ' r thv mes >**nger£ ., 
\ r » • I o ’ n i.i, 1 h; u *■’.'» »v field, 

And o*r»r-.t >i fiM i. thou Tinrsl on, 

And ^\i-y >i... v. .u> < vnus th} bcjiison 


w, 


< ) phti i t j-Tviu. * T. < u .;hii b-.rn of night 

ft.*!, mii n^hi, >’ ...... ♦.» -w„ t the wok Id J 

flchohi wi ) , « * li c "l itmu s Iovccl f 

When fin . 7J ■ '> : < d - . enc Muier Heaven. 

For thuuht .be f b ■'■ .'d o< the Kir^ of Kjuigs* 

And Hv. £.pw*m.w ths igh *b« enKtrics ; 

And all thy ) 1 jo v <«ndrou& a? of oW 
When Ssppho tbee with bu harp of gold 


vr. 

A Uuroic bn»l i» thine in every groire ; 

In ah *hr- fields thou hast thy troubadours. 

A thou* mu time^ the Urk has trilled to thee. 
And walked the woods in April and in May; 



HYMN TO THF RISING SUN ?oi 


A myriad times, and more* his sh v t a a f d t.o'O' 

Have drew lied the summer with the <{ nvs n{ nr, 
And inatfe, as ’tw ere, s k a .t-thm. o*ciht wd 
bar bards to boas* of when the ‘i.w, ,u*. I ’«). 


vn 


Thou puwd and pnt 1 Thou D*rp. « of Ov ey 
Of Eu.>t and Wt* .t, which ai*j thv in uta >'•» 

Where lliou, - at ".oumu; and a! s< Ump w *, - 

Dost hold a man anti, * clov'd o mri: 

The roofs whneof art fa-p* * and .e< hf 
O jocund biit;; 1 >*an"' j idem:, no i rood, 

Anti unassailed b> storms :t<r,>ngh‘"jt thr i r-d 
Ia>ok down and bles<= the t>i*\',ins tkou ha .t "panned 


v t i : . 

Bless thou the workers and tin mi.mi of l' ..u hi, 
The work they dn, the vv>iid'»i'; uf iht lutf , 

And all the whisi»nnn’ *»f ih wood aid .tnam 
Kor thou J rt the \u uu oi iK < hu.d. O m-un, 

And where thou art the horns are gohh n w mped, 
And where thy servants are thy ..nnc is pint, 
And where thy singers >r \ m bowei and town. 
The hearts of men respond to thy Known. 


IX. 

Hear us, Light-Givci ! and, from dawn to dudk. 
Be thou the fiery signal of much joy ! 

Unfurl thy banners beauteous on the hills. 

And let the flash thereof— thy blazonry— 



02 


THE KJNG'S REST 


lie Hope** rnre-mnneT in the reddening meads. 

O Sire of Sl »s<ms ! Monarch oi the Mirths ! 
Illume us hf re thy suppliants, on the sod, 

And had us. through thy summers, up to God I 




THE KING’S REST. 


Hi:?'.: lies the King, wilhm his tomb — a shrine fox men 
to cherish, 

1 he landmark of a nation’s love, whose fame shall never 

p^nsh--- 

Our Shakespeare's TV'l * the grave of him whom all 
\\< tc pi UKt to )m|1dw, 

Ik rate e In joined to Plain brain the frcnrics of Apollo. 


it. 

Ay, there hi hs- on English soil, the chief of all the 

SUlgei ,, 

Highest and best in honour's guest among the passion- 
biingers. 

Anil o'er the stone a warning- word, as if, in kingiy 
sorrow. 

He had fore-seen the vulgar touch of some demented 
morrow. 



THE KING'S R£^T. 


:o 3 


in. 

So many boons. 1\._ left. us hero. so many g<«l kn verses, 

That, had he curse d \\z once a year, we ungV h 'Vc Ix'inc 
his curses. 

But he was just* 1?:: cuis^d but once, to the j^ravc he 
wended: — 

“Accurst be he who move 1 ' my bone* l 3 and there the 
fuiy ended. 


tv. 

Oh ! he was great, and wise as Fate, : -id, by the pm he 
wielded,— 

Yea, by the; pen that was his sword, —he loved the cause 
he shielded. 

He loved the children of the poor, *ho maiden md the 
mother, 

And all who toil by land end sea, and all wiio help ei-'h 
other. 


lie found that, aa the years declined, -as o^e by one 
they vanished, — 

The earth was robbed of many joys, and Chivalry was 
banished. 

And so, to dower the world again*— to fill the place 
vacated,— 

He thronged the air with ecstasies which he alone 
created. 



204 


THE KING'S REST 


VI. 

'n 

Ho built a jjtlacf* out of nought, for Love to come and 
wm it,— 

A dome of pndc and pagcintry, and only breath within 
it. 

But when he touche, ri it with his hand, behold ! from out 
the portal, 

A thousand goodly shapes advanced, — and they were all 
immortal. 


vri 

Thesf the rw u w'* lonw to-day, the friends wc 

cannot -ever, 

Women and men of Shakespcaic** pen who dwell with 
us toi e\er. 

We iimv foiget the present hour, and fact* around it 

( im-’Uig, 

But not toe grand eternities of his emphatic singing. 


v;n. 

And when he doffed his lobe of clay, to prove amid the 
dying 

That death was meant for meaner men, and not for his 
descrying, 

At least he earned the common right which others, still, 
have taken, 

To turn his face to mother earth, beloVd, and not 
forsaken. 



M V l.siDV IN WRATH, 


'U c. 


I 


n 


cannot av, 1 but be ha r * pav 


to r>J,jture' ■. holy 

keeping, 

Happy m sleep below the sod, o>d puaioc-i m his 
sf ***•!« Apt. 

Oh \ pea^o be his, by r.ight mt » U? y .> — his opin' Aitli the 
(over. — 

His dusi within the J^aiu. be lo\td, besidL the A\ i.'ii 
tivei 1 




MV LADY IN WRATH. 


O FA1RBST and fondest of n\m;>hs, whom .ht birds ana 
the bieeses, adore, 

Ik 1 patient with me for a ^ u> , ah 1 Ik Inline and bue 
as. of yuio ; 

For if thou art slow to foigivo am. quick to recall an 
"■ offence, 

Remember at least I am thine to the uttermost throbbing 
of sense ! 


IU , 

I am thine in the light of the past, in the light of the 
future I’m thine ; 

And T knifed to thine image to-day, as a hermit may 
Itmsid at a shrine 





MY LAD V IN WRA TIL 


And l there is si<ef\ ! herein A>r j u«an who r. 

stricken n( l- ^ 

And a rmifnrr n-r one ot u c ;iin in the timely >npprc5* 
m< 'i 01 hr 


nr. 

Thou didst c-11 nr H<> f of eld, and, (o ! I was 
ptovd t l *e name, 

Vmt to-day *. have fashioned a T-onjt as a victor may 
fa*, linn. * f rm . 

And >rrtiold 1 «t i . »narr*’d it. it'-' as a bird that has 

bro*e>\ u< vvirp's, 

And the rdmuls **f the lire aie entranced with the weight 
id the wtmdei of things. 


IV. 


And 5.1 *t is tiur, a- 2 V e ! 1 was chovn ly tbee and 

I'Hl.Mnod ; 

! wa> m>* in «U*nn f< hau: tn the meshes 

theii > \ 1 .'..i 4 > nmd 

At f he ' vjuji* >. tl?> v.m'i . vv.is thidVd, and the thnlhnj* 
tin 1 1 <>f v,.' \ ,tlr 

With tin ii.e.rHTup o f many delights that the summer 
was si on to euafet- 


V* 


O by the token of tears and the touch of a 

v.umheo content, 

K) the a i row that flies to the mark when the bow of the 
spm let is bent ; 



MY JLAijy JN Wti 4 77 / 


2 0-5 


'Iv the ^dreams* 1 loth to discuU, by *! tr Wot. s. I am 
fam to e, 

l implore thee. be pen tic In (.mic, t 1 ny hf' tr^} hr 
heed of thy • uibi; * 


VJ. 

I reraembrt how cold h b t.inn v bt n ; saw' thee in 
silewoe oop .ft * 

And t Hi » i *hc. . U»'V ' A t." bnn.t *»' 3 r 

H'eafcb''* ts-.y ' > i 1 : 

For the thji , o ,»'•'■ . f r i v * ^ d 

tO be Mv». of h"" 

And the Hrer.o ho' * ,v t ht <•» o* * >ti' >' 1 a;> I >d in 

the < 3 >; pib ..){!'• • *•>' 


was mow. lb. •«» y > 

,i./ t< v.on by *• * : 

And I \ ondenJ bn *'-*m ’bonl.J 
sob m ley ?;»/' 

For a dove may }*> i»:b . ' att. < 
forget to K’ vtj.d, 

And A Hi> may die am of tin* -e«o» 
afloat on the winch 


F :, * . T tided the 
■ - o d 'ns/4 may 
,\>b :h*‘ M’innid's 


VIH. 

Tt was shown in the days that nre d^ad* it wet known in 
the nights that kc passed, 

Tt was proved in the pomp <»f the sap and the mystical 
mo?*n jpf the bi/<o’ - 



MY LADY IX WRATH 


And nn'v it is alto revealed ^hat a rose ^pay icrncmbcr 
its thmti ; 

And l weep when T MnnV. of it ail m the budh of the 
coming o r mom 


IX. 


Ay, Irs h ! ' "I;, c<» it <<• me ■ would Timber he '".lain in 
t!n\, ' v 

T w ni , 1 : . •' ' 2 r ' »h, "vt ,r **■»■ wh»T> the hutiioaoeV 

r< n 'i »‘".t , 

i «.*»otd r, r, ’>‘' A- 1 nr. >• d >»*, ,*‘dvf*s r* .1 winter of havoc 
>n-t 

! i ,u» • << juTv, . i 1 • a a * f ,« i hour from the sweetest of 

c u« i ’> «.U r r, T ' I' * 


Oh, fonre* f o nu\ orr-, k '» vc / ' in U.c morrow th^t 

w.ot.~ fr>r us both,-- 

A nd the Future will pitdou !hc Ps t for the seeming 
col!. ipse of an . nth ; 

Ami the hope tin* K tvntioi in thee, when the light to 
invwi *t ?«■ w t\ 

VV\il dlnmim m ! gladden th*' World with * glory mrpas«i« 
in»T ihe tarn < 



Italian 


By ERIC? MACKAV. 




•H-l-M-H 


\ ’• 'i * 




f a /im:\km i<a 

IT, PONT’ O WS.-f.M 
I M M l \ r P I !. 


nj* * J/» 


--16 




7, A /INK \v\* { i \ 


I. 

tMwr, durum, o rimvton. 

'I'u che cnntj -.nl lmtn. 
Hollo c hruno e pu n <i’ .imou 
1 >Mla valli* m su venuu » 

Non h Icimi Mill’ 

Per inostnr la t u i hi.ivma < 5 
Non rm canti sul bun one 
Qualchc beta lu i r anyone > 


ZingareMa, in Milh sera 
Cant a bene il ioM,;nnln, 

Pinnae e canta in Mia pieijliiem 
Salutnmin un Holer siiolo. 

Ma il I mb) al nn«» (ocean * 
Planner sa, non mi piejj.irc . „ . 
3>('h I che vuoi ro) trio sorri o. 
Tu che rii cli paudu-o i 



2 T* 


fTA r * r i v ?** 


'ii 


« 


V.\ < i ,t,"< in ».u. lin;,u;ijn«* 

{ <iiut’ 1V i.tfli’ .111 U‘ Hi) fi <!dl „ 

-V I' . id* i’ I « > f > .t 1 \ .nm i* * 

v t , »Miii !< > 1 1 ». i i>K*U . 

» ,i < -i 1 .. tUi , <-i. profiiii 

2 i ’ !u »• i> > t > I' 'in. >tm t 

! ' . ' 1 >1* ' . i> • < >1 v M 

"1M. 


f v 1 i % o i!\>; .lfil’, 

* mih i.. dl*- t r $ii 1 1 i, 

* >n ' i* }>• * Mid!' > 1 1 > *vfl 1 i 

1 *' mi ; -i »u. <. nm tmoiai ) . . 

-- l >i , i } i hi . 1 1 1 t ( \mi! <*: oi li 

I >’ I ' !n In T i I It' III 1 t. IKlltl. 

— ! }’ 1 m»,;!i‘ i ,t »’ * »> 1 i’.iiMO S:mti> 

n.-que tl j’l m S‘rj*;mta 


V 


S«i^h in lurvo. °.*>n mat cl) (Sri 

f'j* U llano e v ml itou*, 

1 u can qucstn flilit 1 V 

!>'mn l 1 amoie. 

I )’ mn - Si, ill quell fi 

* '’ii Mti :<*i'}‘,cr »ic11l ■ idle. 

i: lu 1- ill t - Non v* t" £unu 
i i.iui.i, all no, die lc i.i pan. 



A Ah VGA A ' & LLA 


vi. 

i \mn.‘ jt <n <* to U \ '• 'ii vt 

I' S ..J If'ius >\ f,(U- -h'^u f f 
^ u i,' s!im v ;« ih iiii,i '’H, 
Col • < -n s . < ' im t* v *n , 

Avi ,} iti.imh j .ih-i < .ic !!; 

Ou hi ntn c vijin Ivin, 

'h,n , t<» * colio "i j in; <; 
CimM*' Xn.'ff ; ,, 


” ' J 
Mi!'," 


‘I JC\ t.ici. 1 ' t 
Qlll LUIA' \ .1 
!o ]’ im i 

I’ti ill,; O !., , j 'i>'n 

L 1 1 ,tl , T ? ■ io , ' «y*< 

M i fui^sjl <l.\l mi » ; ■ , 

TimxsI.O iir. t\\ M 
Come t ■ /. j< } ,'io. 


())l, »»lr iMutMi non *i! ojr». *■ 
Com u£ur\>* [v i N i ■ - 
Ch* *a vmIp m» o'* m» > 
Som<?en per tern * /? < 
Chi hi vitit* fh nun n> - 
X-a cmli'va uru -> 
QuulJio sojni‘» n< pot i i 
QuaIcIo lOC.O.to i„ I ; ,111 



JLIU 


ITALIAN FORMS. 


FV, 

Traditor 1 col tuo iuito 
Tu I' hr>i fat to innamonuf I 

— Io tnurai pei San Kcznuio 
K pel Cnsto in suir altar l y 
l’ci (huseppe e p« i Maria 

K "he fare i la \'iSa pia. 

— h il f icesU ? — I sacri volt 
Kicantdi d^i ‘'-toe rdoti. 


Ot iu ’ d.aoltn, <* trovnton , 

Oi rispondi • dimmi d vm* 
ifji veduto il rnrstw fiore 
l 'he si i >*die in ^nnitero? 

I I.n vedulo i (iur di lose 
Che s* mlreccuui per le spo .t— 
( t )iuniK> eani.in desola^i 
usi*:m>li aM>andonati ? 

> * „ 

Crolli ii capo ; irnpalluhscl t 

Steudi a me la bianca mano , 
Nou nspomii ; e forse ambisci 
Della sposD oimai l'axcano? 
Qui inori la (Jdda, maga 
Notto ll norue di Mm/aga ; 
Qul morl, nel sun pallore, 

Per ramor d’un trovatore I 



LA Z1NGAKELLA 


r? 


xu< 

Strayed to l , .una"k s’ iiiclima . 

Ki mira la in da don/cila. 
VU.it. i c la iija Inlla, 

Coll'occhio che pun;et mm 

- O donna, 1 amor t’ uulovmj 
Tu, Oilda, t'ascoiidi coli 1 


Xfir. 


NVl mondo non vV !.i aonluan/a 
Oi tale c di tain a l>^iiade ! 

Non on see pei <juesto e mtrade 
N*‘_ pndio no spirto d* anew 

Tu so\i tu sei 1 1 S JM Ml -i 
f ’he team qua ,ln Ua sul cor. 

\ ! V. 

Til M*Ia tu >ei la nna dim,., 

La ppoj.i e I'nnor della vita * 

Tu sola, d«m/e!la loind.i, 

I VI mondo la diva sei tu. 

I /amor ti conosce, < la f j,iiu ; 
manca l*antica viituu 


> V. 

ATa dove 6 la V del 

Clic* tanlo hi dl6 nella fedu? 
T/ amore, 1’ unuic, le ftcsla 



ITALIAN POEMS. 


ib 


1‘ u” ii ))»;».» hv. ] i t sto fuj^t i f 
I / 1*0 ft »r jv. » 

'! u | i, i* hui ‘tOLUialo uh>i 1 


{ t us , in-< >.i.f .i »r 'I'a if aiu j^i'antr ; 

i , d "*'{o >: I » jI Sue- 

K<> o (ir.tM.* v‘ in ut\o isUntf, 

1 |>» n .1 .( f«plo ll VJSO CVlH'l 

» b*i u. in i braca fciioi lo an. ante ; 

V {.iv* V.u vo;ti,» tie! suo vroir*’. . . 

xvn 

J *■ ! ! .it’, c»i t.ui f -M iiiondo ovuntj m b do^ha, 

. i 1 ’ <»n 'M, T» Imcho m n lonlMiiu, 
l*i ii>L’(’t P‘M .(i '■•o mu jx i i».u/a v< *j4 T ia 
i ’t <ni' 1 . > o i .tl]or iJu i Lm« nfa , . , 

' ' in 

( yip »’t til ? t’lit' sMim (*h° M mi guardi ? 

I*» va. lion von, inn donna ; t.; fui cwd<*)<\ 

fUciaini m O I ho ! mi strinp. ed ardi 

Tar. to tV amiiie* piar^i c '.<*< fedtk ? 

XIX. 

(Vo ! to' a tolia, i«i sun in tua mrstfiuia, 

Kiutf l»rn m„ nu rUnna in agoni ; 

Sono ! i hJpjvn tua, la tua iq^ma, 
v^iK-i elm in vuui pirdu! nun nd al.lundoni ! 



l.J ZINGJK Vi/.A-I. 


/.it; 


* V. 

if ' <M, ** CJSl i. O ?»v 1 1 1, I* in <.* r hi .1 MU', 

I‘mi irnlj nutj'.' uiiH.i ?< uii mi>» .uni.t 
J* v.i .nai }m i inv . Sot' x> P jVi} i ?> i < * , 

1 J quivi Uj U'Hu uw.is i i’ paM'lu << I 


K 

il rt »\ n*. u' ,\vu;i,u h 


{ ' x P* i * > i *'i ni! *M'i > c* ^ * a ] m * i li'n itu 
, ri p f 'ii< I i < ')> ( ' v <■ ?n'UilI • t 

i'D vintu NJiwiiuM* I- u „i>v(> J 

»n<ii r ii^iUjnih! — h*»i« di Ion/ 


Non V'^j torinu <U! l'miU* iV Avi^Ik* 
U^nato Miptoho d v * v nt« x ]■ Mi-lm 

I hau i'orse j>rouiosso t Ki >*»kv‘ * 1 pnoa * 

Kibjxnuii ; ixsjh>iuH ! - 1/ Mi? mt-sstj boMei**i, 


in 

O chd ! tu lo sentij tu v^di P oltiaj^io , 
KcnaU) fu ptenm del nostro vilin;*Kii» ! , . . 
M.i Jmimi, ptrrino. Ch(* (**f Mn/dio? 
Kispondi ; nspondi ! — Lo thiude V a/lIIo. 



zzo 


ITALIAN FUESTS 


IV 

Ah*, cnulu (lest.ii'j! Si man<!<_, a font , 
\tnreIlo tia,. c*va jx * \iik< r la mnrtc 
Ma 1 iHiojt* Ok* kc*- nil tainpo M.’naU>? 
Ri>]> >mli ; usj/ »<i !i I M«u da sohlato. 


< »r.ui 1 ho 1 chi miiuu) I Pur dessu m' tulto 
K'*in»o in’ 'j imiiio? Moirlio sepolto? 

I 1 ) . . tu puief dentile lumliino] 

< h <li’i «■ RRpMinhl - Vi resta ( iiarnimo. 


< *h 1 >, ild { i * 1 1 ii. »1< * r lijnutu tevao, 
l. 1 mio'puto lipji'. ‘It I mhmmIo landuTo. 

M.l *]« « VC 'rnv.uii) l|< I IMMU* ill l >JU ? 
K'.spordi , n^poudi * - ilium pudic, avm iu 


I M1KI SAl-Uil 


Ti ->!ut'>, Marj;hf*rita 

Kioi (}\ vita, , , . ti saluted 
Sei la spcnu* dd matUno, 
bci U &ioja del tpaidino. 



/ MIJ -,1 SALUTL 


11 < 

Ti salutu, Rosij;m>lo 

Ni -1 tvo <lm»U> . . ti salulo 1 

Sri V niDiiDt** (Rilp i tVv.i 

vJlc moiciMo *ii ft’ po -l. 


in 

1 i Miluto, Sol «ii 

Col tuo . . . ti .jluto 

Sc 5 I* Apollo iir l p.ts^ito 

Sc i r fimnri’ liit'oi oiwlo 


tv 

T» . aluto, 1 1' «nn.i 

C.u.ta *■ jm . , ti v*l .< 

S< i l.» * ti v.\ <(n fl* mi • , 

St i l.t S mC *1 i So ;nr 


' Pf f \V AI- * l R 'iCO'-I 


l L’MI 1S1I1NL. Cl> , l IM11J.O, HJIINu-ur Jv,\r 





>r j ) / 7 / > v 


/,v,w < /■ / 


• /IM’ilOT-lsl n V r, K M(I x 

# 

C) \ t », s, e, f /■. ... p o 

GYNi : A Diamali.: i\>0: - 


r. v n r •; r. i r i c r . 

h Ml. 1 'f »i by V I ! ) I »M V ’It f ! ' I ' ' , ' 

t /i y'ttisttAr/tiW, 4 h> v ') y > ‘ i «• r ’, "4 • 

cut J iwe, i h\t \ ' i > , . e- , ' '/. 


* r To FoMrli rr^Vrs tins vHl not merely he a. itv 
V/ ork of t he iSonwpion pent, «hui.)h,i, an.] . mn (, ] nit 
if will also be n n- w 1 !>.. .u . . Ilr- is the nn.i ninthr 
Ih'.en, nulrrrl, the Il<‘ i n of mu h a boisterous, lrieMsut.Ie 
f oxtili ty of fancy ihnt one breathes with « 1 j liu ulty a> one 
follows him on his head hm# enure. . . . 4 /Vw (,'ynt* 
is a fantastical satirical drama. of tnoiuums mhrist, m-1 
the pr< < enf translation ol it is a m • nr piece of faun*, 
powerful, graceful, and literal n;id i.n r **— Th? 
Cfimnulf. 

THK WAT-TFR W '<\ TT f’UFTd'sI if 1 CO, ITU, 
f. ON DON AMD n*M I.INC-iiN 1 VNK 



DRAMATIC ESSAYS: 

rnrri'n r;v . 

Wii.ua u Arciii;k‘ and Uor.r.nr >V. I.o'.vp. 

dhow Y..1 , »' , rrn\n 8v ^ Cloth, Tim ^ /■ » j ■ *i Vol., c-i* h 
with.- I toiiii .j;n i (. 1 i>i ti.i .t in i’ln.i. » ( i .ivuun 

Th 1 ' s. t uipplied, in fi i h< limtch, pure iin. 6 1. 

\ . ! T 

With /’•' ' i * •'/ I n 'h I T, njt 

The hi I rifs in'i 1 !'i,. Hu t mu i .ni 1 . of I.in.n 
ili 1 > j , U >* h 1 ho e r >lh 1 1. d i’y him 1 1! m i Si <7 (I“n 1 "it 
ci pi'ii* ). and tin .nlnui >hi<. nrtuhs cunlulmh d in.m 
thin ‘wtnty yi.*r. i° > to 7 'J n f u > , aiul n \ei input'- 
ll h- I 

“'<ln i nt«‘r f iii'iii 1 ' uni ini- « •{ it <mI \,'lunii‘ 

i *< i 1 • l 4 . 

V .) II 

111'// t\vfnnt of U’lriain !!•’ ‘iff. 

Tin Second Senes contain' the Cuin i an ^ of W ri l 1 A M 
JI Villi II K i\ on K< an md his contcm 

> li.o . loop lven m irees ,]Iih , -> lie to colli etui. . 

“ \ hnoK wlin It 1-M'i v Mil" mt< n ’ed m the lii 

the* I, .union st m. ,t i . 1 1 m diiniitic <iiLi<i-.m 
ill v, will j * 1 1 / * ' In-lily * - Th> Si f'tturn. 

\ ol III 

/fV'Z /'oit mi! r / (ft '> y ILu'y Ia WS. 

The Third A* nt". loulnns Inlhrito uncollected 
( i e l' l -in *> In |« »11 \ I « M * l i u .Old ( it 1 niii.ir J 1 1 N l! t' 

Li \\ n .. 

ISv II ( f >M 1'1 1 IK IN IT* MI-' 

Tiir wa L i r k scott nu.iJMUN*; co, i;m, 

I.u: ;»)N AM I I ITUNC.-UN I \ Nh 



• HOOKS OF FA!!:*/ T 

* , \ £ .V r \ ( * , 

FNHUSH FAIRY AMH ( 
W»lK 'I A I i:'>. 

f I-*' »< «1 .mil 1 1 h *1, w i; It iii Fh ‘ ’ 

C\ i:p\\ i\’ mhm , i ; 1 1 \ 

I; i> . . • o . ■ 

scornsi! fairy and 

17 J ..S. 

.IU«1 1 '111* il, \\ i'll All Intivu 5 *' 

l sik <;rn i:< ! I <ni'i .1 \^, i. 

/H//, 1/ / ;t \ /'*■■, Urt'*' 1 /. >- / >» I xii. 

IRISH FAIRY AMS ) F'ni K 

Srli rlt'il in<l I* *lit* < i f vilh lulioilu 

H i W. Il \ F \ I's. 

7 / r / //? i t I'ii*! l\i \ I‘!u ! r f a r L 


M j 


H U R 

il* 1 'li, 

U 1 

'1 « <10' \n. r 

TAFHS. 

i t li Ml, 

Toi r a v r 


tuf WAi/m; srorr rumv-mw, rn, i/n» 

1 ONlu'N \Ni' 1 I'«,UNFhN I \ p K 



nfx; v.'in f.A^n un^'jv 

fi n ,\vii::" :r;. 

i 

m > < '\ t w n* v ! r j • p * . ' * ■ • , 

W ih \ 

/o\ ‘ /V r»\7* // ' r *,, ” v 


p.v NATHaM*". M V,VTH'>S ,fc il\ 
im: . » »;« r,i i/ % ; • « \> 
m i', no! sji: m* sv • i *. , < u 
r'<i' i ■ * i riirm », i,mm vv 
i V 1 * » !■ \ (>- »!> 1 \I,t . 
i i r ' I < * i , s v r\u 

\ WONIIMU I.OOK ' MC , V- !> JW 1 

on’ t*i.i) ii% 

M< ► t 1 iv'M \| \\ n! !> ai \ ' 

Til *. ..Now 

lUl'K - I.' .! i ' Ht'iM III 1MVY r>n t ;i: \P \V 

I lit': NV,\V AD\\i \N!> I' \ I'. 

u<* ok nil* i*Ff» >\'i s'i noii-'i: 


8 :y ouvkr v w^/wr*. 

i 

( fJi ir. \i'rori;\r nr p t.r* 

],i (!•* i*in H !< ..-o'? ,\ r flip, v ir »• ;i r \ \ i ;j i; 

i: »‘<>i r m* i f i !■' r ! : i . \ iv i \ - r ! \ m.M 
i i i 1 ,f w "'' * 

" 'i 1 1 .■ .''Oi * * i • i j f ( «»’:i \ \ v\ L:\ii i i i 

i > . U> . AM ] 1 I I i\< 1 \ \ K 



The CANTERBURY POETS. 


I, 1 * Vots , Sqi'Altt 8Vu Pin 
Christian Year. 

ColcrMgc. 

bongiellow. 

Crt 

Shelley . 

Wordsworth. * 

Blake 

Whittier. 

Poc. 

Chatter ton. 

Burns. !'o"mi 
Burns. Sungft. 

Marlowe. 

Keats. 

Herbert. 

Vie to - Hugo, 

Cow*»t.r. 

Shakespeare el< 

limmou. 

Soun'U'i of this Century. 
Whitman. 

Scott. Mansion, etc 
Scott, Indy oi the Lake, etc 
PraeO. 

Hogr- 

Goltlsmiih. 

MaoKay’a hove Bettors. 
Spenser. 

Children oS the Poeta 
Ben Jon son. 

Byron (*2 Vols ). 

Sonnets of Europe. 

If Allan Kara say. 

* Sydney Dobell. 

Pope. 

Heine. 

Beaumont and Fletclior. 
Bowles, Lamb, etc. 

Sea Music. 

Early English. Poetry. 
Herrick. 

Br lladcs and Bondoaus 
Irish Minstrelsy. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. 
Jacobite Ballads. 
Australian Ballade. 

Moore s Poems. 

Border Ballads. 

Song-Tide. } ^ » • ' 

Odes oi Horace. 

Osetian. 

Fairy Music. 

Southey. 

Chaucer. 


rr'XiiiAvr ue KnutON, 2/ 

Paradise 11 chained. 

Cmbhe 

Dora, Greouwcll, 

Goethe’s Faust. 

American Sonnets 
Landor’s Poems 
Greek Anthology 
Hunt and Hood 
Humorous Poems, 

Lytton’s Plays. 

Great Odes 

Owen Meredith’s Poems 
Imitation oi Christ. 
Painter-Poets 
Women -Poets- 
Bo vc f.yries. 

Aim. x ’can Humor Verso 
Scot It h Minor Poeta 
Cavalier Lyrists 
German Ballads 
Songs of Beranftor. 

Poems by Roden Noel 
Songs of Frcodom. 

Canadian Poems. 
Contemporary Scottisb 
Verso 

Pooms of Nature 
Cradle Songs 
Poetry of Sport. 

Matthew Arnold 
The Bothio i Clough). 
Browning's Poems, Vol l 
I'ippa e< <\ 

Browning’s Poems, Vol 2 . 

A lilot m the ’Kcutchenn, etc. 
Browning’s Poems, Vol 3 
Hr miatn. J.y T u i 
Jffftckav’s Lover’s Missal 
Henry Kirke White. 

I^yva Nicotiana 
Aurora LeJrh 
Naval Songs 
Tennyson’s Poems, Vol 1. 

In Meinmnin, Maud, ole 
Tennyson’s Poems, Vol 2. 

The I'uiw'i-bh, etc 
War Songs 
James Thomson 
Alexander Smith. 

Lcc-Hnniil tor* a 

Paul VerJauee j __ S? 

Bnudolaire. I * ® 

Now Zealand Verso. 
Contemporary Gtnraan 1 -*5 
Vni'trv. 1 



THE WORLD'S. 3E'3T BOOKS. 

The Scott Library. , 

Mnroon Cloth, Gilt. Pure I /- net per volume. 


ILcraano© or King Arthur 
TSior^ati'n V. r aUien, 
Tlnn’oan'n Weuic. 
Tboreaa’K V^-ju j.-s. 
Confdnsionji or an Ibnglfish 
Cp t am-FA tor, 

Landor’j? Convaraationa. 
Plutarch’s Live*!. 
Browne’s Boligio ModioL 
Kiasny* and Lottora of 
P. B. Bhdloy. 

Prose Writings of Smlffc. 
My Strcdy Wlndowa, 
Lowell's Ecsrayo on the 
Engllnlt x»oots. 

Tlio Billow Fapors. 

Great; Engltfili Painters. 
Lord Byron's letter a. 
Knmiys by Leigh Hunt. 
Longfellow*^ Prone. 

Groat Mnel cal Comp osorc. 
Alarcon Am eliua. 
Epictetus. 

Son«ptoa’a JTCorala. 
WliltTnan'o Specimen 
Baya in AnnsrSoa. 

Whi mnry'fl Democratic 
vr Las. 

YiT2u u*& Natural Hlatory. 


| Captain Singleton. 

| Eaony s by SXa&ilnX. 

Proa© WiitinRs off lied nek. 
Reynold**’ Disoourfto/;. 

Tbo Lovor* Papons oP 
Steel© and Addison. 
Bnrna’a Lottora. 
Volsranjca Sapja. 

Sartor Res&rtuau 
Writings of Emorso-r, 
Life of Lord. Herbert, 
En.Klifc T i Prose. 

Tlio Pi Liars off Society. 
Fairy and Folic Talcs. 
Poseys of Dr. Johns on. 
Essay* of Wsa, liarlitt. 
Lfinior ’a Pontamoron, £co. 
Poe ’a Tales and Ea^aya. 
Vicar of Waltoflold, 
Political Orations. 
Holmes's Autocrat. 
Holmes’s Poet 
Holmes's Pvofonsor. 
Cbesterfi eld’s Lottes x 
Stories from Carle ton, 
Jane Byre 

Eliza/bcthan England. 

Du vis's Wn. in&w 
bpopno’s Anecdotes. 


THE WALTER *?COTT rUI > >L’ r SHIKG CO., LTD 
r.ovTwo*: p-n rry I t\.t-o\-tyne 




. * c v* v U: r»'M 

s. -n 

i: -I: 7i i^uz t.Ao* 
k> r.o, i* r t ” r ic ,, 

?■' ’ ■"* 7 US I" . V ‘CiVt. 
yVj a. l 1 . nO i (•-* cil J iCS 

B... ». Ioj 1 j A." ;> 

Ta r : ni ^ 

E1‘ * ys ©f Elia 

T* Zz ic 

Bo Musset's Comcdic r . 

Bo rwia’ * Cm al-R. cel - , 
Sheridan's Plays. 

Onj 

rTumpJr? ay's Clock, Sl c 
£ i oughts Jc- roid 
IA: Txi ©i W ©man 
A them m Oracle 
El says oi Sainte-Bcuvc 
Select tors from Pi "to 
koine's Tj avel Sketches 
]»T ml o! Orleans 
Svdat v Smith 
'1 a© * . w rSi»irit 

XML velious Adventures 
L i' 1 i Ml ( U<‘ ATulti- iTAitliui ' 
H ly»s’s Essays. 

M »ntaj£nc's iSsbfivs 
Buck of Buriy Eyndon. 
Willi s*m Tv. 11 

Carlyle's German Essays. 

E. .mb’s :z arrays 

Word i worth's Pro - e 

Jx(;f)]iardi’“; Dnlc rice 

In pector-Gencrsd 

Bacon's Essays 

PiotC of Milton 

PI ito s /■Lcvubtic 

Pas: a o.e-1 E oiu Proiaanx t 

Prose ot Colei Idgc. 


j cl r 1 in At i. and Betters, 
ni jJl> ^umcty 
; LIvcj 

Tlie Laocoou 
Flays on Maeterlinck 
Wa-’.'iu’s AiiRior 
Be s-.iupr’riN at lx an tti e W iso 
Renan’’ - m vry" 

Goethes Max' ns 
j ScltojK nliauer’s 31 ay ■* 
j tlenan s Eife ot «Je u 
I Coni os' ions o> ! f ; Aiic,u - 
I line 

j P T :rdes oi Sitcce-M *v 
IC ''ratur© »<; W h--wo ) 
Walton «: In* 

Rcmvn's, A:. ' ,r*tir ist 
Orations ei *, n vvo 
Reflection dt •. * ho Revolt! - 

tion iu Fa> ice ^Bnrkc). 
letters ot the Younger 
Pliny \<i' , l i \r»i “ml 

Selected Thomrlits ol 
lii i c Pascal 
Seel I f.s lyists 
J LVill s Eitocrlv 
■ JDe era 1 to,*- P! i cow'yo 
on atcLUod, etc 
Kt«lula-,as Sakuntala, etc ’ 
1 Newmans University 
Sketches 

' ’Newmans Select .Essays 
! Uutiad Marcus Aui elius 
j Fronde xlv'env* zs oi Faith 
! Political Krone my. 
j What is Art? 
i Tlio Oxiotd Movement, 
j Humes PoU: «r.l Easays. 

I Rydherj./s SiiKoala. 
i Potronuis (Trimalchio’s 
I Banquet). 

1 Scnancour’s Gbcrxnann. 


THE WM/li-i; SCt'TT rUHLlSHlNG O * , l/IJ\ 
lOAiMj., ANZ» I* K’.Lf NCI-ON - J VNlt, 



r k \'j j r l d 1 s r. f: at autmor s. 
T'i civ Senes ot CriMj.ll Xioouipbict>. 

C R EAT WHITE RE. 

( hi/i. Gilt Tof>, Price if. 6 d. 

A T .31 i’ADV 1 ST U£D~- 

LIFE OF LONG 1 , r LI.OW. By Vtci E S RocritTso^ 
LIFE OF COLLRIDGE Hy TULL CAINP. 

IE- UT TICTXNrf. Bym'JST M i uzials. 

LI"'V OF D O ROSSETTI. ByJosn-U Knwitt. 

LT E i El OF B A 1MU EL JOI IN SON. 1 i y Col. F. G n an x„ 
LIE E OF DA It WIN. By G. T. Ei.Hanx. 
CHARLOTTE BRONTE. By Augustine Birr lljr 
l.II'E OT' CAHLYLE. By Richard Garnett. LLL>„ 
LIFE OF ADAM SMITH By II 15 Haldane, M.P. 
LIT E OF E FATS. By W. M. Rosmtti. 

IAI^E OF SHELLEY. IlyWitu/iM Sharp. 

LIFE OF GOLDSMITH By Austin Dodson. 

LIFE OF SCOTT. By Professor Yonge. 

LIFE OF BURNS By Professor Blaulik. 

LIFE OF VICTOR HUGO. By Frank T. Marzlu n. 
LIFE OF EMERSON. By Richard Oar nett, LL.L>„ 
LIFE OF GOETHE. By James Simb. 

LIFE OF CONGREVE. By Edmund Gosse. 

LIFE OF BUN YAN. By Canon Vlnadlgs. 



GREA T WR I FERS-- -crmft n tu 7. 

LcFH OF (J & ABBE By T. K. Kkiibll. ALA. 

LIFE QI* HEINE. By William Sharp. 

LIFE OF MILL. By W. L. ComrMa, 

BIFF! OF HUHiLLEE Bv l\ W. Ni-.vin-.on. 

LIFE OF CAPTAIN MARRY'AT. By '>vvn> IIvnnay. 
LIFE OF LESSINGr. By V. W. Hold issro*. 

LIFE OF MIBTC *W. By Iti( hard Garniitt. 

LIFE OF GEOHGE ELIOT By CKCak Bkow^iNQ 
LL’S OP BALZAC By Fku’kri' k IVki-ktorh 
LIFE OF JANE AUSTEN. By (Joldwin K^n il 
LIFE OF BEOWNING. By ^ n i.(am Sharp 
LIFE OF BYRON By Hon. Kodpn Nokl. 

LIFE OF HAWTIIOJSNB By Mom'iui' Conway. 

L]F±p OF UCIiOPENHAUEB. By Droiossoi \\ in u B. 
LIFE OF SHERIDAN. By Lloyd .“-a: •..*** 

LIFE OF THACKERAY. By IIikman Mkuivail and 
Flank T Makztaus. 

LIFE OF CERVANTES. By II. E WArrs 
LIFE OF VOLTAIRE By Francis E^pina'-sp 
LIFE OF LEIGH HUNT Bv Cosmo MoehiiorsK 
LIFE OF WHITTIER By \V J Lintow. 

LIFE OF RICIAN By Francis E'-imnasse. 

LIFE OF THOLE AIL By II. S Salt 
LIFE OF RUlKu., By A haioru Wim.aik 
B ibliogiaphy to each, by .i I\ An i kson, Butibh Muhobiu 

LIBRARY EDITION OF "GREAT WRITERS" 

IVntedon 1 upe paporof ..Wj utility, in li&iiduouir binding, 

Demy iivo, price tid. pm vuluuio 



New Add. 


The Useful Red Series. 

Red Cloth, Pocket Si/e, Price Is 

NEW I DIC AS ON BRIDGE By Akctuiiald 
, Dunn, Jim. 

IN I > I G K S T J O N By I >r. F IIfruert 
AlUKK^ON. 

ON CHOOSING A PIANO. By Algernon 
S. Rosi 


C O N S U M P T ION By I )r. Sic\kd ijf 
Pi au/<-i 

BUSINESS SUCCESS. B> G G Millar. 
PETROLEUM. By Syum-v H Noiuii. 
INFANT FEEDING. By a Ph\mui\n. 

DAINTY DINNER TABLES, AND HOW 
TO DECORATE THEM. By Mrs. 
Alfred Pkaga. 

IDE LUNGS IN HI- ALTII AND 
DISEXSE By Dr. Paul Nn mi-ykr. 

ALE ABOUT 'TROUT FISHING. By J 
' A. Kiddi-jl Bordci Rod”). 

HOW TO PRESERVE THE TEETH. By 
l A Dental Surgeon. 



^ t /- Booklets by Count Tolstoy. 

Bound in Yi'hite (Trained Board with Gilt Bettering 

* 

WJTERE LOVE IS, THERE GOB IS ALSO 

Tin: two pilgrims. 

WHAT MEN I 3 VI* BY. THK GODSON, 

IF YOU NFC I ECl THK FIRE, YOT7 DON I’ PTJT II OUT* 
WHAT SHAI L IT PROFIT A MAX' 1 

2/- Booklets by Count Tolstoy. 

NEW I PTTIONJ, REVISED. 

Smalt i:mo, Cluth, with Rmbr-ssed Design » :i Cover, each 
containing 1 wo Stores by Count T >ls»ny l and Two 
Drawings by It. R. Miliar. In Box, lhicc 2s. each. 

Volt. me 1. contains — 

WHERE LOVE IS THERE GOD IS ALSO. 

THE GODSON, 

Volume II. contains — 

WHAT MEN LIVE: II V. 

WHAT MI Mm IT PROFIT A MAN? 

Volume III. contains— - 

THE TWO PILGRIMS. 

IF YOU NEGLECT THE FIRE, YOU DON T PUT IT OUT, 

Volume IV. contains — 

MAs J I R AND M\N 

Volume V. contains — 

TOI-MOY'S PARABLES. 

Dll: WV.M 1 : M ' : 1 .*1 '.11% JIM. (.O, LTD, 
L'.'ToON AI,1> 



M usicmns’ Wit. II u m our 
and Anecdote : 


i;j ino. 

OX DITS Oh COM) ’USERS, SINGERS. AND 
INSTRUMENTALISTS OF ALL TIMES. 


KV 

Frederick J* Crowest, 

Author of “ The (t?eo.' 7 one /'oe'sG “ 1'hc Story of 

Bntui MusuR hS.iioi of “ 7'he Ma*tc> jVmntunT 

Series, etc eS. 

Rroiuaely IHisslr&tod >vitb Quaint Drawings 
by J. V. DONNE, 

In One Jo/urv- Cf < inti Svl\ (Both , Richly Gilt , 

Pint 3/6. 

Among tic hundiudb of stmic. abounrhng in wit and 
pointed iq.,irte( which the \oluni' luntamb, will he 
found anecdotes ot famous musicians of all c<'unft»e 
a.m ]*ei.t<ds 


tHt W/OUK S<On VliKUMIINC COMPANY, 


LONl’UN AMj i>IU I.INf; ' IN I\ I. 








